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Polly pushed her way between her uncle and aunt . s 

Polly's whistle filled the room . - . 204 

Then wirh 2m1s alcimbo she faced the man . . . 226 ' 











of, and if' i t  ain't, w 

e to a rurr~blinghalt, 
sided as srrcfdenly as i t  

Ired h i s  ueck an 
him on the nose. 





con~ducloradded. " 'She was piace 

f was sure 61 h~lndredtimes I was goin 







across one little 

win ? '' 

erspiring forehead wit 

and it worried me. % was once in the coun-
oor woman died, a 

later her sister was taken sick a 

it wag typhoid 
fill disease 1 Do you 



s o w  iraartiealate 

was turned away from him, so 

em approach in si-

f springing forward to grasp the bridle in 

eontent. He was as meek and gentle as the 

ee in  while J hold 
Jethro said. 



'"sk him." 

" 'Ain't you ever seen a horse before ? '' 
The girl shook 

thro with a, snort o 





forth 3 hand and grasped 

his a r m  
" 'You're going to he1 me in, aren't you ? " 

'' she said '1vith a bright, appealing smile. 
tried if,alone." 

etbro thought she was so 
in mounting to the high s 
yemembered that slne was 
the orphan asylum, and s 
never before ridden in any 
except a street or motor car. 
up with the greatest care a d  tucked the 
blanket carefullgr around t e long black- 
stockinged legs. 

'(Thank you very 
her little old-fashion 

Je thrs  nodded ar d to finish un-
hitching Billy from the post. 
elown the road at a steady trot, 
in expectation of soon finding t. 
bees droned and humme 
and orchard and the birds were singing 
among the trees 3s they rode along. The 



etter. Don't you ? It isn't such a sickis 
sweet smell as the honeysuckle. I think 

arried I'll have a 
ple blossoms to stand un 
Jethro fsowne 
oment later be chuck1 



about all sorts of  

sickness, and ma 



stare, you see, that you wotal 
'd know right away by 
now voices so well. 

Santa Claws, and was all 
a fuzzy wig and false face, 

i t  must be the real Saata, Claus. B did, too, 

ro turned toward her, and re 
with a smile : 

"You must be, pretty smart, Polly. 
wonder now if you've been thinking a lot 

iranda, and feel all 

ith sudcten 
energy. 

I 



lhinli that would brea 

said, "s that the girl 

I'd been prepared, 
t a $ear. Yes, I was 

oHy, so 1 sup-
ose it's all right," Jethrs answered, look- 

little face. " No, 
didn't say anything lilie that, because 
knew you was just  le girl I'd ordered." 



that do me. 
I've lived wif,h hw forty-odd gears, 2nd 
ought to know 

R e  laughed softly an 

Polly took this as a c 
coming ordeal, and with a con-

tented sigh she shifted her heal to snuggle 
closer to him until her littlln warm body 

ade a burning spot on his le!,,. 



oldiing a lamp in  one 
hand and using the other to shade her eyes, 
for it  was dark efore Billy an 
reached the farmhouse, an 
were intsnsifie by the towerin 
along the gravel drive. At first, only the 

s wheels coul 

and bobbing li 
gloom ; and so 

y still snuggling dose to 
e circle of light. 

ack into the house and 
rawn near the 

would shine di-
23 



re when he retur~led 

o the doorway again, he 

tion. 
" Did she come ? " asked iranda finally, 

the question was superfluous as 
e Polly's face very clear. 

see her, Miranda? " 
ro's answer. "'Or 'ain't you got 

'" can see well enough," snapped Mi-
rxnda, which caused Jethro to chuckle. 

lainly irrilatetl, she a 



hat kind. o f  z - ~girl is she?  " 
.., , Sul t ,  R " ...'3 - L l  . - A  - - - A -

IPLllilllULL-LJ* Ut: Ug/Ub) 

7 1red hair --
" "No, not red, but goldell," il~terruple 

gijlclera tint like the rain- 
bow's arch." 

lied jovially. '' 1 
meant that, but  in n i t  must have 

ember it was the 
en I saw red, an 

not --------9 7 

" Jethro Baldwin, why 
stop that nonsense ? 

wife. " "The girl-Jennie, 
'"0, ma'am, Polly," ex 

"Jennie was the other girl. Xhe went 
est and I wont 

her before we parted." 

ring np at the little face. 
t developments, but she 

didn't want to betray that anytbin 



ur own amme.'" 

sf a thing. Don't you 
don't, you may call me 

arched frantically 

them an the top of her head, and pulled 
them down, and adjusted t 

inforeed by artificial mean 

on the high seat. Yet 

ter in Billy's thick mane. 
own and comc: into 



like to very much. It's 

u t  Jethro was there without waiting for 



been caught In the act of kissirlg a, youn 

ped one of her hmds  

y for an answer; then 

child of her own ; she had thought that 
she never wante one;  and she had never 

e thrill of a little hand resting trust-
confidingly in  one of hers before. 

When they reae 



to disengage the hand quietly, but PsBly 
clung to it still. 

" Everything is so strauge at first," she 
into a great dark 

could almos"chudder, if I didn't know 
you were with me, Mrs. 

here's no dampness or mustiness in 
my house," retorted Miranda promptly, 
showing her resentment of suc 
tion by jerking her han 

Polly reached out for a chair, an 
own. 
" I  was just imagining that, 

win," she assure know every-
thing is dean and can tell it by 

Sniff! "You're eook-
aldwin ; aren't you? 

smell it." 



denecl hJirandays 
rluaistakable odor. of 

urning fat in the kilchen. As s 

little accident 

tated some of the 
e was a sizzle 

and a flare, and the k 
with smoke. 

At that moment 
in the door, and ad 
Lion. 

supper, and don't interfe 



ey always burn some 
n they cook crullers, a n  

" Fond of c 
Jethro. 

ond of them?  
just dote on them I If I ever have a home 

'I1 cook crullers 
noon, and night. I think they make the 

air curl, don't you ? Maybe 
y hair curls all crinky and 

Do you like curly hair, Mrs. 
iranda, leanillg over the 

ushed face, paused in 12 

to slioot a half-angr 
estioner perched co 
ar the table. The sight of the girl 

taking her ease while she toiled diligentljr 
over the hot stove must have stirre 

ent i n  Miranda's heart, for she amwere 

hair or straight hair 



ifferenee to me. I like to see girls 
not just sit and talk like 
er folks are having their 

er little body, and looked 
appealingly toward 4Tethro. Used to his 
wife's sudden s ells of irritation and  hasty 
words, Jethro winked back and made a 
grimace to reassure the child, but  this did 
not relieve the little face s f  its pained, 
frightened expression. If anything, the 

pened until it touche 
ch clouded an ew bewildered. 

d say, prepared 
for anything. Back mind she had 
thought out just such a situation as this, 

soon brought it forth from its 

sldwin," she said. " Some people would 
rather talk than eat. T heard 
say that, and it's true, and s 



ays provoke her. to anger. 
ey would me, too. Righteous an- 

ger, you know, is good for you. H. heard 
inister who visited the Home every 

Sunday preach a sermon on that text. 
J
Righteous anger, he said,--or ~ a x r b ei t  wns 

,-was good for Chris-
'1 have any of it, t 

were not worth much. I quite agree wit 
him. Don't you, 

bbiranda didlz't r 
snort instead, and 
from the stove, spi 

ings on the spot1 
mishap naturally in 

" and when I do, you can sit down and 
do the work. It won't take 

me long to get used to the lace. BIv.Wil-
son sai icked up things very rapi 
remarkably, X think was t h e  word 

el:, I'll begin BOW to get 



e sailors call it. 

She rose from her chair, remove 
laced one foot against the side of the room, 

began pacing 
site side. 

in all over again," 
ow you were t 

ne, two, three, four, 
slowly with each 

ed, as she ca 
osite wall. " I'll never. forget that. 

e sink, one, two, three, four." 
This time she collided with 

ad stood perfectly still st 
Jetlmro, too, was nonpluss 

is chin beard nervo~~sly .  
" 1'11 have to count that over, too,'' 

exclaimed, " unless you can tell me 



ow many was 

aldwin, three or four? You see 

it was five across." 
'' Land's sake ! " ex 

longer able to contain 
e child? Is she crazy, 

'" guess it's a kind of game t 
e asylum," weakly replied Yethro. 

hy, no, it isn't a ame," was Pol 
answer. '"It's the way we 

sailors say. When 
can find my way 

around in it just as well as if I could see. 



Jethro exchange 

ou trying to do ? " she de- 
you open your eyes 37"" 

o u ~ tyour steps to get your 
're not playing any blind-

mall's-bug. Now just get your things ofl', 
and we'll have supper." 

Instead of obeying Polly stood still an 
looked helplessly at  the speaker. 81;ce 

e was confronted by a situation 
had never quite thought out. 

ear ? " snapped Miranda, de- 
termined now to end all such nonsense. 
" Get your things off." 

" 'Ys, ma'am," olIy replied, still be-
ildered. 

hang them on tha t  nail back of 

"Yes, ma'am. 



my bearings yet. If you'll show me oncei 

'II always remember. 4 aev 

Jethrs. 
The girl extended a hand in a, wide 

sweep until i l  touched Jethro's. 
clutched it an ~luxlgto it until t 
was reached. 

" "Tank you, Mr. 
'' 1know where it is P ~ O W . ~ '  

Miraxada watched them in silence. 
enly she strode forward, caught 

g of this?" she 
cried. "'Can't you see wid 

o11y looked up in surprise. 
No, Mrs. Baldwin," she said simp1 

" I've been blind ever since 
I thought you knew." 

lind ! " ejaculated 



BLLU COMES TO 

aiid hands that could feel, we ought  to be 

uite-just almost. And think of not 

made for you, and they cost a Bot of money 
-nearly ten think. f knew a 

little boy who lost both arms, and 
artificial ones made for him, 
ever eat soup with them w 

ink it must have 
don't you '? Yes, Mrs. Bal 



n9t 
or ears, or a nose, or a 

do eat with. 

wildernnenk, staring so b 
ly would have been confused if she 

with the dish towel, and then 
i t  untidily an t 

" You can't see a ng ? "b lur ted  
a finally, seare 

@ fu l l  significance of the eon-



ally hsd an extr~~ordinari lyreadgr 
aiid active iuague,  backed up by a resource-
ful mind to Eiri~ish i t  wilh the 
talking. Certainly she ha learned to make 
the most of this i f .  All through the sup- 
per, which woul een tl silelat meal for 
Jethro and Miranda alone, Polly loosened 

er tongue and s read before her amazed 
hearers all tho little irmaginings and ex 
ences of a ten-year-old girl whose life 
been rich and varied in spite of the physical 
darkness surrounding her. Perhaps i t  was 
because she had suc 
because she felt called upon to make a good 

ession the first night, that she monopo- 
the conversation, and astonished the 

eep knowledge of 
ally things that were strange to thew. 



olly was tracked away for 
the night in her little bed-Jetbro 

er to the room an 
to see &at she 

stumble over the mash-stand or fall down 
efore she " got her 

the old couple returned to the kiteher?, as the 
room furthest away from the one occupied 
by the orphan, an the safest, therefore, 

Id the family consultation 

sad nod incline 
under any circumstances, plunged directly 
into the subject uppermaost in both min 

retty trick them asylum people 
42 



on US," she stormed. " T 

them we're sending her back. Land o' 

girl--stone blind i " 
irancla, to be 

tured to remark. 
edles clicked viciously. 

'"Ap you see that you put  i t  pretty 
strong,'' she persisted. ""Tell them what 
we think of such a trick. You better write 
the letter now. 1'11 tell you what to say if 
you're lost for words. I[ now what I'd 

"'Maybe we'd better wait a few days," 
" It will upset 

, to be sent back," 



POLE17 COMES TO 

ill, h u t  that's neithe 

he'd be so in the way. 
forever be worrying about her. A 

'Tally's right smart, and 
she'd be in the way," said Jet  
of the absent. " You know, 
fooled us both until she con 
didn't neither of us know she was blind 

egan to count her see 
at  right smart." 
e remembrance. 

began to see things in a new light now-
ittle actions of Polly that had puzzle 

om she had refused to get in the 
wagon until elped her ; how she ha 

thillgs by their smell. Poor girl, she bad 
never seen things, and she had to recognize 

em by their odor or touch f 
came silent and absorbed in his r 



POLLY COMES TO 

6 ' I  wonder, uow," he remwked suddeuly, 
musing himself, '' how she 

le blossoms from honegwckl  
ave been by the smell." 

liranda withered im with a look. 
dn't anybody krlow the cliEerence 

'' she asked scornfully. " 1 

se. " She can't 
read, but she knows a sight rnore'n most 
kids that do read. Them eyes of 
blue and mighty ----" 

Miranda bad stopp knitting and 
as lost in thought, r stiff attitude 

was nod encouraging Lo conversation, an 
Jethro left his sentence unfinish 

hat you thinking about, 
he asked after another ful ly  long pause. 

" Jetbro," she dema 
er if she is blind." 
, she said so;  I ree 

SQ." 



OLLY COMES TO 

ut her eyes are wid 
ust like any other 

smart enoiagka to pretend 
a joke." 

ethro sat bolt upright in 
pretty bright, IUirmda," 

he chuckled. " are she's worked pas all 
she ain't no more blind 

little thing she is." 
" 1 call i t  wilful deceiving," r 

randa severely, " and I'd as so 
girl as one tvho7cl lie to 

night in tibe house. Jethro, get out your 
paper and pen." 

iranda, she didn't mean any-
thing by it. It was just a little game of 
hers ; she's forever Baying games and talk-
ing like grown-ups 
wilful deceiving. It was-it was ---- 9 1 

" You write to the asylum pe 
rupted his wife, " 

istake. Of @ours 



ered was named enuie, aud this me's  
Polly,'! 

" Maybe she is Jennie," Jet  
" and she ehauged it to Polly on the train. 

etter wait till. morning, an have anotller 
talk with her, Miranda." 

" YOUwrite that letter to-night, J e t  
it's time enough to talk to her afterwards." 

Jethro obeyed reluctantly, but with the 
aper and pencil before im be was a t  a loss 

t am 1going 
" Tell them we 

orphan, and -" 
we just concliu 

hey'd write back and tell 
hadn't sent a blind or 

tell them me can't  t 

C O L P ? ~ ~ . "  

" P reckon that woul n't be an excuse for 
sending her back. They can't guarantee 

han against lying. H don't think 



ba sure of that with many little 

4 6  m 1l e J  them she dm't suit, and they must 

quiet for so long that his wife glanced a t  
him inquiringly. 

ell, why don't you write that ? " she 

bright little girl, and she's a 
ildsen. I kinder too 

ecsived us, you'd 

alf grudging assent. 



sred and nut getting inlo miu-

then, Miranda, suppose we over-
to-night and give her mother 

1 tell her she mustn't try to pre- 
make up things that ain't true, 

Je thrs  had no answer 
is chewing of th 

he was in danger of swa 
his teeth had loosene . Feeling that she 
the better of the ar men& Misanda mam-
tained a d iscr~et  silence. 

ell," said Jethro finally, " suppose we 
leave it till morning. on7t see no way 
we can settle it to-night. If she's only pse-
tending she's blind, you can talk to her 
about the dangers and wickedness of lying, 
and if she is blind-tvhy-why -----" 

e711smd her back ! You  cari  depend 
upon thzt, Jetklro Baldwin." 



" "I tvould be Goo 
would aigh break her poor little heart." 

renk my health work- 
slaving for ]her." 
't think you'd have to work much 

for her, Misnada. She's able to take care 

of herself. I'll bet she could fry crullers, 
or no blind, in a week." 

" Yes, and spatter the floor all over with 
grease.'' 

" A n d  when she once got 
she could wash dishes and wipe 'em." 

u h  ! " snorted Miraada. " I won 
ow many dishes would be left in a week. 

She'd break every one of 'em in a couple of 
days." 

Jethro sighed, and rubbe 
where a soft pair of lips had "iuehhed it a 
few hours before. After a,ll, Miranda was 

olly was blind, it would not be 
wife to keep the poor little 

orphan. Mi rmd:~Plnd workscl hard aII her 
been 3 h i  thful  wife, and had 



him to save for old age. NOYJt115d 
sl t i  and less able to stand 

ulcl be wrong to increase her 
burden. 

to take a child from 

Id help Miranda 
with some of her work. They had discussed 
the momentous oblem for a year before 
they had reach ecision ; it was some- 
thing tha"ceequ 
weighing of pros a 
rejoiced in the idea of having ,z child in the 

children, and they gen- 
erally reciprocated in  kind ; but 

eftally refrained from presenti 
of the argume~ltto his wife. 

adroit enough to agree with Miranda that 
she was getting too old to do all the house-

that a good strong girl would 
lessen her burd s tremendously. Indeed, 
be had suggest it nuuierous times w 



his wife sseerne 

h e n  that must 



or even thought of ado 
a child ; all she would yield on that 

as her promisa of a good holne for so 
ittlie waif of an orphan. But it had not 

been so easy even to boa,rd an orphan as 
they bad supposed. yium authori-
ties were not sending little charges 
out indiscriminately. ro had been 

upon to furnish credeiltials, an 

finally one of the officers of the illstitution 
a visil to see ellat he 

suitable borne for a, little girl. Apparently 
the visit had proved sati~factory, for they 
had sent word that a girl would be selected 
for them and sent out on trial. The letter 
contained a description of the orp 
for them. 

iranda now su 
r, and while J 

returned with the 
and. Jethro loolied 

she reentered the room and adjust 
eetacles on her nose. 



'Tau going-. tcs write tkm letter, Miran 

he asked goad-netuse 
is wife slowly deciphere 

rhtten pages of t letter, mumbling half' 

audibly as she re ethro watched her 
admiring eyes, for with all her " cc!cse'' 

tongue he lov 
t is, Jetlaro," sh 

omirag out on 
the train." 

ell, that's the same ss lyi 
ilce more she stu 

u n t d  her eyes came to a 
her lo stop. With one 

e line, she read aloud : 
" She is about ten years old, tall, straig 

.'and healthy, wit 

e letter down, move 
spectacles up  to their favorite place on the 
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reckon t h a t i d .  convi~leeyou th6reP8 
been some mistake, J cthro Baldwin. UU-
less you think olly chauged the color of 
her hair and eyes on Ihe train as well as 

er name, you must admil she ain't the girl 
we ordered." 

ro was more mystified 
and for the space of three min 

open eyes and mouth at his beloved 

" l g u e s s  you're right, 
mitted weakly. " There mu\! Imve been 
a mistake. Po ain't got UacB hair and 
eyes. She cou 't have deceived us on 

them points. R e r  eyes are as blue as that 
old chiny cup and saucer, and her hair's 
about the color of June butter. You sure 
it says black hair and dark eyes 1 " 

" Bead for youmelf." 
His wife shoved the letter across the table, 

and Jethro squinted long and hard at it. 
hen he had read it through for the third 

time, he placed i t  on his knees, and grunted : 



6' 1 reeckora it's too oep a puzzle for me to 

solve. May be oPly can enhghten us some 
in the morning." 

" I p e s s  you can finish writing that letter 
after all, Jethro. VJe won't wait fc~rPolly 
to tell us any more lies. Now write them 
they have sent us t e wrong child, and you 
want the one we order 

has a temper 
of mischief, 

Mirnnda," said Jetlnr sively. " We 
might get a worse one than Polly. 

at we won't get a better one." 
"We didn't get the girl we or 

peated his wife firmly, "and P 
to be cheated out of my rights. You write 
that letter, Jetlnro." 

ou mean it, a ? Yon won't 
wait until mor 

ime in  the morning. 
It must be written to-night so you can mail 
it when you go to the village for. the gaper." 

" All right, Miranda, if you say SO.'' 



POLLY COME 

Alad like ti dutifu liusband, but with 
...---

LUZU~Ya. pause and reiraccanc flourish of the 
en, Jethro wrote the letter., readin 
aragraph aloud as he finished i t  for his 

oval, arid fillally signad 
ed hand at  the 

blossoms. Their 
's words about 

again ? " 

otter take that 



POLLY COMES TO 

. o w . It's on the thir 
the pantry near the sage teri. Take a big 
s t r o ~ gdose and head the rheu 

"011 J guess it don't; 'mou 
Jetbro. "1'13. feel better in the 

morning." 
The mere thought of the bitker dose sud-

denly cured him. He flung open the door, 
and went outside "c sniff the fresh, spring 

en he returned, Mirancla had for-
about the medicine and his 

rheumatism. 



LY woke very earl 
lister;i;.dg to t birds singing 
the chickens elucliing as they 

wandered roun of their early 
ut i t  was the chattering of a 

uirrel near her win 
brought her out of bed with a start. At 
first she was a little startled a8ndeonfiased 
by her surroundings, but she quickly ad- 
justed herself to her new environment, and 
made her way to the win OW by following 
the soft fragrant breeze t 

mingled odors of a thous 
h, I must get my bearings quick l '' 

she exclaimed. '' 
on9$. There," b 
at lovely pe-sfu 

58 







rug slore at night-tinxe. 

smell like a seen 

laailed far out, swal?owiirg the flower-

watched her keenly ; sncluding that 
there was nothing to fear, he renewed his 
scolding chatter. 

, where are you? " erie 

ing about." 
She began to ehir atter, too, imi- 

tating the squirrel so acerxrateiiy that the 
little gray fellow stopped his conversation to 

er more closely. Then as if drawn 
by some invisible bond, h 

nearer and nearer, until Polly felt 
nose poking against her fingers in a vain 
search f m  food. Delighted by his confi-

enee, she talked to in a soft, cooing 



e aquirrol seemed to unde 
stand. 

She was in  this attitude, leaning out of 
ow, and holding her fingers for the 

squirrel to nose, when. Jethro happened to 
pass beneath on his way from the barn to 

looked up at  
ise and apprehen- 

sion. 

"Look out, Polly, that you 
there ! " Re cautioned. 

aldwin, isn't i t  a glorious 
flowers arae losing all their 

m drinking it in. Do you 
ink they'll have enoug to last all day 7 

IVo~~ldn ' tit be a shame if stole i t  all, and 
they hadn't any more for anybody else ? " 

ethro laughed happily. 
I reckon they enough for every-

body," he replied. ' you sleep last 
night, Polly ? " 
"I degt in paradise, Mr. Baldwin, and P 

mas in a bower of 



roses and orange lossomzs. P didn't t 
it could be me at rst, but  some other 

irl. fihow'd you slee 
S o t  very well, 

dreams." 
e did m t  ssy that s 

for his restlessness, and olly was unaivars 
of having obtruded er personality upon 
his slumbers. 

t must have bee crullers you ate 

last might," slze sa omptly. " Mrs. 
ilson always said too many crullers would 

cause bad dreams. H ess that's why she'd 
never give us more n one. But 1ate 
two Hast night, and the loveliest of 

aybe if I'd had three, they 
een bad dreams. Did you eat 

olly. I don't think I 
counted 'em. Perhaps I did-yes, I reckon 

US$ have saten 
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hy, Mess me, no, Miran 
never ate three crullers at once in 

articular, RGiranda is, of w 

e a, very-very ezempk~q  

" 1think we ought to take her as arr ex-

, I guess we should," replied 
his burst of mer r ime~~t ,just as the 

subject of their conversation emerged from 
the kitchen door. 

o I l 7  she called. 
Miranda, 1'133. corning ! " 

you talking to out there all 
alone ? " 

Polly didn't give him time to answer. 
" Good-morning, Mrs. Ba ldwi~ ,"  sb 

cried. '' Isn't it a beautiful morning? 
hope you slept well." 

up and saw the girl lean-

squirrel nibbling impishly at her finger 



tips and a ~tlirxbing rosebush making a 

f'rame of rare beauty lor hen. golden 

finable sensati 
to look ad, and her fresh, young face was 
wreathed in smiles. 

" 1slept quite we4 
lied after a pause. Then turning to 

husband she sai l lJethrog you go 
own. Breakfast is nearly 

O,1'132coming down alone," 
remonstrated. " I've got my bearings now. 

know the stairs, and I'Il show you how I 
can walk without any 

She darted away 
few minutes later 
stairs. Mirauda looked at Yethro, an 
Jethro looked at 
thought, was uppermost in each mind,  



la the door and ap 
ant  with happiness. 

yl't I tell you ? " she cried in 
d the way, an 

eo be helped again. Aren't you glad, Mr. 
Baldwin, you won't ha o show me up-
stairs to bed again? sure you are. 
Now I must; learn to walk around here with-
out  being he1 
counted. 

help her to 
iranda, " and 1'1 
's getting late." 

Jethro obeyed, and Polly dropped into an 
easy chair drawn up  before the table. 
were eating in the dining-room instead of in 
the kitchen, and Po1ly at once began taking 
note of the difference. A small, slender 
hand wandered ever so lightly over the 
chairs and table, but so sensitive were its 
finger tips to impressions that each touch 
made a Basting impression upon Bollgr's 
mind. Mira~lda brotlght in steaming hot 
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coffee, fresh biscuits, and fried ham and 
oHly scented this new, appetizin 

odor instantly. 
" What a splendid housekeeper you are, 

Mrs. Baldwin," she observed. " "Ian a!-
most fee! t h t  ever.ythi::g is c?em ar,d neat. 
1 feel very strongly, you know ; it's because 

tha t  when one 
organ is lost, all the others come to its res-

t's just like when somebody is sick 
or in trouble, every ody runs to help him. 

em,  too, so wnderful ly  well that 
you'd be surprised. Can you hear your 
watch ticking, r. Baldwin ? E can, and 
the d o c k  in the aext  room. It's the 
kitchen clock, isn't i t ?  " 

" Yes, Polly, % reckon it is," replied 
ut are yon sure you 

watch ticking ? et me see now, 
YOU." 

H e  removed the watch from his pocket 
his coat hanging from the 

oor rack. 



" NOWdo you ear i t ?  " he as 
on you. It's over 

rose hastily from the table, and 
walked carefully toward t e door, using 
feet and hands to feel her way. Guided by 

the watch, she finally gr 
a little exultant cry. 
i t  in your coat, 

ring it to me ? " Jethm asked. 

reathing. Now 
She took a few wrong steps, but  q 

by the arm. 
" Now didn't 

certainly di 
eeking a little out of one corner of' 

your eye ? " 
o you mean, Mr. 



win, X can't see even a 
tiny little bit." 

'' You say you've been blind since you 
were a baby ? "  Miranda aske 
increasing interest in the girl. 

"Yes: Mrs. Baldwin, ever since my dear 
, and that was when 

I never saw her. Isn't that terrible l P 
think if I could have just gazed up into her 

never felt bad 

don't you think so?  They say mothers' 
faces are just heavenly when they look 
a t  their first baby. wonder what a 

avenly face looks Xi . Do you know, 
rs. Bald win ? " 

a nearly choke 
but made no effort to answer this question. 

oured the coRee in silence, an 

on with breakfast." 
olly had a voracious appetite. 



thitig tasted good to her., and si lo  usclztimed 
rnaaay times that  tbe cofree was delicious, 
that the eggs were so fresh they n~elted in 
the mouth, an that the biscuits were so 
much better than asylum biscuits. Mi-
randa felt a glow of pride at; the compli-
ments heaped upon her cooking. Skie 
showed less sternness, an ones or twice 
Jethro caught her staring hard at hbe little 

nee sLe  waved her hand so 
close to Polly that i d  almost 5 
girl's face, but if Miranda inte 
the truihfuhess of Polly's statements in this 
way, she obtained no better results than a 

confirmation sf the chilid's ve~aciiy. Polly 
never fli~:checl,nor winked an eyelash. 

Jethro and Miranda exchanged meani 
glances. The gi was certainly bli 
although it  was rd to believe i t  when 
they looked into her eyes. They were 
l a ~ g e ,  beautiful eyes, as blue as JXiranda's 

d blue chiny cups and saucers," with no  
hint of blindness except in their far-away, 



dreamy stare. They seemed to be gazing 
rs, penetrating be-

reading their in-

Now tlmt she was face to face with t 
subject of last night's couvcrsation, 

olly more attentively 
unt of awe, tempere 

gradually arose in the woman's heart, and 
made her more charitable. I t  was har 

nite realize .the situation ; once 
or twice she caught herself uneonasciously 

aliug in code to Jethro, and blushe 
n she remembered that there was no 

need of such clandestine actions. Polly 
could not see er darkest scowl, her most 
frantic gestwe, nor her s 

itted one to appear. 
ut  Mfranda soon lea 

carried subtle messages t 
ear was attune 
whisper or nnusual in tonation affected her, 
as the vibrant slriag of u violin affects a 



musician. Even an ur~eor~scicatassigh, a 
breath, or the moveme 

across the table-cloth 

enough to distinguish 
her alert mind interpreted their meaning 
with wonderful ae 
sitized plate that 
stead of light rays. 

en the breakfast was over-and it 
was an unusually Psng meal 

iranda, just as the supper 
t before-Miranda rose 
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had suddenly appeared i their home. 
She reached the ell of t he  table, and stood 
in a listening attit 

h, yes," she cried, no 
ow the kitchen now by the teakettle. 

Isn't i t  a pleasant noise, Mr 
humming teakettle sound 

Swiftly and skilfully she made 
to the sink, gui e water drippiag 
from a, Ieaky faucet. 

"Jethro, I aske 
washer in that faucet three ays ago," said 

a severely, feeling that she had been 
nother piece of 

slackness. 
Sethro chuckled. 

olly coulcl not see the look Miranda 
reply to this remark. 



otally urleonscious of any antagonism 
#.~~,fi.-,%-L L - - -t v v ~ o ~ luwl, 8111: ealieel : 

can. wash the dishes, Mrs. 
win. If you'll bring them to t he  sink, 1 

it 'most as guickBy as any one." 
nd sakes, Polly, you can't wash the 

dishes if you c m ' i  see," objjecke 
6 b  You'd break every one of thew before 
you got through." 

urt for an instant, Ibnt the 
on her sensitive $ace cleared quickly. 
ad thought out this situation before- 
and so was equal to it. 

to wash them for Mrs. 
ed, "and I never broke a thing. 

as the best litt 
ad. You see, 

they're clean. Some dirt, you know, is so 
small you can'l see it, but you can feel it, 
Let me try it, Mrs. Baldwin." 

hesitated. Finally sh 
in the outstretched han 
omrnonest piece of china. 



olly seized i t  and carried it to the sink, 
after washing it careful 

iaeed it on the 
wait for its turn wit  
let her have anotkr 
formed the unusual task o f  helping his 
wife wilh the dishes, carryin 
sink and handing them to 
lime, just to see her small, w l  
hands twirl them roun in the water, an 

niaed i t  eloseIy for signs of d 
had to acknowledge &bat eac 
flawlessly cleaa. 

" -just love 
rs. Baldwin ? " 

washed. ' T h e  water feels so soft and clean 
to the hands. 1 ust imagine it's so 



brook trickling over my fingers, an 
plates and mucers are littie gold-fishes I'm 
washing. P don't suppose shes need wash- 
ing, for they're in the water all t 
They n ~ u s t  be awfu dean, don't you 

d a gold-fish in  an 

$ was beautiful, 

couldn't. Then I 
el it, touch i t  just 

once, I'd know it better than any of them. 
touch it, too, 

was d o n e  in t 
I simply bad to touch the dear little thing. 

n't resist the tern 
es get so strong 

that you can't resist i r minister at  
ome said yielding to temptation once 

in a great while wouldn't really make one 
He thought everybody v~ouId 

y ielcling made him 
nz. Don't you?  
lied this gold-fish 



with my fingers-a tiny "iouch that didn't 
har t  him-and oh, it  seemed as if 
touched sornethiug wcsndsrf~lfly beautiful. 

almost f ~ e l  the gold with my 
ngers. 1 never knew what 

like before, but H knew then 
felt it. You know, 

eople see by touch, and tb 
as seeing with the eyes." 

hing the dishes 
em, listened to 

varying emotions. 

away from the kitchen ; twice he started 
up with the remark, '" 
must be going," but som 

olly's detaine him. Finally he did get 
as far as the d ~ o r ,  and said conclusively : 

" 'I guess I 'm pretty labe. 

u t  continued to 
nutes later she 



cailed to him : 
" JeJethro, never min the mail this mom-

u to help me take down the 
asked you to take i t  

out  of the 
, Miranda, 1 rec 

field next week." 



that day, first ivrestlir~g wi th  the parlor 
stove, which had to be talcell down, 

in a safe place until 
the following winter. After he had 

fiuislled this task, he found i t  necessary to 
restore a sagging G 

door do keep i t  

so well "cat she 

knew the location of every article and 
piece of furniture in each room, an 

e steps from every corner of each 
7.7. 



room to every other corner and side. 
r, intelligent hands 
mb to window, and 
o the china closet ; 

touch exactly in what art of the house or 
room she stood at any p a r t i d a r  m o ~ e n l ; .  
Her memory for such t ings was an inborn 

eveloped by habit and practice, 
Late in the afiernoon she walked to the 

door send breaths eeply of the soft air. 
wered in roses an 

ethro sprang to her side. 



by step, Lhey -proceeded, 
d rriemorizing land 

would serve as her guide in the 
his is the half-way beacon, Mr. Bald- 

win," she exclai ed o ~ c e  when they stop 
under a big elm tree. " Twenty paces from 

orcb to the tree, and twenty to the 
'11 remember that." 

iranda was strangely neglectful of her 
afternoon's work. She stood by the kitchen 
window watching them. Polly was now 
picking daisies along the border path, and 
weaving them into her hair. Then Jethro 

d a rose and handed it to he r ;  she 
nd afwr burying her nose in its 

center, she place ibin her dress. 
alf an hour later Jethro returned alone, 

into the kitchen unexpectedly. 
ooked up apprehensively. 
's Polly ? " she asked quickly. 

" 'Playing out there with th  
squirrels. B declare she makes 
everything. 



when he saw hw,a r ~ duearly clinilLed out 
of the stall to let her m b  is nose. Then 

to the robins, a,nd one of 'em 
tried to light on her shoulder. I reckon 
would have, if hadn't been there." 

" Maybe they know she's blind and can't 
em," was bGranda's practical re 
ere'd I leave my coat?" 3e 

b forgot I was in 
sleeves." 

ave enough tc do without lookillg 
after your coat," his wife retorled. " 1sup-

s where you lefl il last." 
n it  must be e m  the pore 

'I1 get it and take 
garden.?' 

w minutes Yethro came inato the 
kitchen agairz, carrying his coat on his arm. 
R e  was rummaging througl~the 

, and showing great c 
The search continued for some time in 
silence. 

" ell, I swan 1 "  he exclaimed. 



that letter get to ? I must have dro 

out.'' 
" WIlat letter ? " 

by-the one 1was going to mail to- 
y, the one to the asylum people. Now 

ats all 1,vhere it's gone." 
e returned to the porch and made an  

ineffectual search ; then he looked througll 
ining-room. He  was still 
kets when he entered the 

he questioned anx- 
iously. 

" Don't bother me a out such things this 
afternoon," testily replied his wife. " 1 
can't spend my me hunting for your lost 
things. There's olly now waiting for you. 
If you're going to take her to the  lower 

better be OR. It's getting 
late." 

" All right. 1'11 hurry back. 
eats me where that letter got to." 



OLkY COMES 

ethro left the slill muxllliline; 
feeling in his 

oekets. Miranda saw him take Polly by 
the two of them 

among the orchard trees. 
far enough a 

urn impossible, 
indow to the stove. From the 

ress she drew a white envelope 
's well-known scrawl 

ed at  it for a moment, glanced 
ieiously, and fully assure 

one in the kitchen, she raised 
stove, and dropped the letter 

hen the paper 
e stove lid, sighed a 

her work as if nothing un- 
usual had happened. 

Jethro soon rekurned, Heading Polly by 
the band. She was carrying an armful of 

owers, and her hair and neck were loaded 

" she cried, bursting 
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into the kitchen, " 'l've brsu 
rose for ystlr hair I Please led 
I wonder if your hair is gray 
must be, and this rose is a 
It will  look lovely in your hair. Ji almost 

wish I had gray hair, so 
matronly. Do 
like that ? Som 

I won't,, I'm so full of li 
less. Once 1 tried t s  

a dear old lady wailing 
home after he'd been a 
time. I should have 
slowly and stately, an 
dear son, I 'm so glad to welcome you home 
again.' That's what the play sai 
Robert's real name was Timot 
called him Tinker, an when he said in a 
strange voice, ' Mother, I've come to 
just forgot my dignity, aild ran to hi 
gling. And what do you think I 

irbber,' H said, ' don't kiss me, for you've 



been stealing jam agiiiil. I smell i t ,  tilad. 4: 
know it's stilcli all ove;. your lips." 

$119 play. Tiley 
it. P was son- 

and B knew I'd never be a dignified o 
lady. H am too hayurn-scarurn. But B'd 
like to be a nice, dignified lady like you, 

nldwin-some day." 
Polly was fastening the rose in Miranda's 

hair. Miranda bent her head so that Polly 
could reach the proper place, I t  was soft, 
wavy hair, and was streaked liberally with 
white. AL one time it had been curly, and 

ad formed a beautiful coronet for her bead. 
ethro could remember when he considered 

it the prettiest air in the State, and the 
face peeping through the stray, rebellious 

s the loveliest face 117 the whole world. 
e rose to her satisfaction, 

i t  a tiny pat with her slim h m d .  
n k  tha t  must be very becoming to 

dtlwin," she said. " I wish 1 
could see it." 



ossibly sonlethi~ig in  1 e tone of the 
voice affected Mirauda, for s h ~ .answered 
sympathetically : 
"l wish you could, Polly." 
Polly remained speechless arn 

long that Niranda looked at her inquiringly. 
he little face was very grave, and the eyes 
ad that sad, hr-away stare 

he child was apparently lost in deep 
thought. 

hat are you thinking of, 
hIjranda asked fiually, unabHe to endure the 
silence longer. 

" "2s thinking, Mrs. Baldwin," s 
sponded quickly, '%ow good you and Uncle 

thro---oh, I forgot! You don't know. 
elt, I 'll tell you the secret; you know 

art of it, now. Listen f " 
Impulsively she caught Miran 

her two hands, and drew i Q  near her lips. 
en with her warm h e a t  
randa's cheek, sllg whispered : 
" "Im to call Mr. Bald win Uncle Jethro. 



could. He liked the name, and 
I adore it, Uncie Jethro I Uncle 
sn't that lovely ? I t  has a grand, beauti- 

rm voice shook a little. 

us feel MI friendly like. 
't my real uncle, but I can 

wonder what zl real uncle 
feels like. E don'b suppose you can tell me, 

a way of askin 
ther answering i t  

giving the one interrogated time to make a 
suitable reply. Just  now she did not wait 
to find out whether Miran 
what a real uncle felt like ; and it  is doubt- 
ful if the answer would have been satisfac- 
tory, anyway. 

" And a real aunt," Polly continue 



wonder w h n  t she'd 
aunats are bebter tha 
have an aunt, A 

some better than others? " 

as well that H havera 'hny ; then 1 can't 
reak my heart by losing one." 
" Polly, didn't you ever have an aunt 

d several at  the asylum, 
but  little waifs sometimes grow up and  be-
come somebody. A h .  Wilson told nac that, 
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I'm going to try to bc sormbo 
not stay a waif forever and ever." 

'6 
 I 'm B U N  YOU won't, dear." 
olily sighed an clung to the hand she 

had been holding. At that minute Jethro 
passed the window, and seeing the attitude 
of the two, he walke atmy without inter- 

suppose you bavs little nieces and 
nephews who call you aunt, 

aldwin? " the ittle ttllker ~ ~ e n ton. 
" No, Polly, I never had either. Nobody 

has ever called me Aunt Miranda." 
"'Oh, how lonely you must be ei I[ 

thought all nice ladies were aunts. FVouldn't 
you like to be one ? " 

iranda hesitated a moment. Then she 
d, and redly  dr 
think it  would 

Aunt Miranda," she B 

Polly suddenly ela 

'1B c d l  yorr that. You'll be my 





rands's neek, and 

iss as only an  i 
, longing for 

could give. A tear trickled down the fur-
s cheek, and she could 
r voiee. She 

" b u s t  go tell, 
sed to know it. Uncle Jethro ! 

an echo as the litt 
way around t 

omn, and stared hard a t  the stove. The 
stove had always been 
For forty years, winte 
had stood over i t  cooking 
meals for Jet  ro, and one becomes inti-
mately acquainted with even an inanimate 
object in  such a long time. 

known few joya in 



life, For the most part she had sacri 
health and happiness to her little god of 

er few neighbo ad never been 
taken into her nfidences ; her 
relatives were fe 
far less apt to awaken her sympathy an 
aEection. It had been a lonely life on the 

toiled to save some- 
their meagre income, a 
had laid aside a cons 

sum, she was so use to work that she c o d  
not relinquish it. 

eing of a more easy-going an 
ssition, could adapt himself to 

their changed con ition much better t 
is wife. There was little danger of 

ith work, not 
ethro wasn't thrifty and willing to do his 

share of the farm work ; but 
the uselessness of overwork 
was no actual necessity 

arvesting seasons he hired 
others to do the back-breaking wsr 



forrylerly had fdiexl to his s h e ,  He  
a-

had stored in his 
hundred dollars' worth of up-to-date inven-
Lions for agricultural improvements. 

t indoors Mirsn~daclillag to the old 
ods that had nlade her early life so 
arld discouraging. If Jethro brought 

ome a patent churn to save hen. strength, 
she would stubbornly shake 
put i t  aside for the old-fashioned article 
operated by lim-dd. I t  was the same when 
he  suggested attaching her sewing machine 
to his gasoline engine, or brtying other 
labor-saving impn.oven3ea"c for the house. 
hold. No, Alirnnda would have none of 
these new " cont~.ap ons." She woulcl do 

er work as she ha always done it. S 
would slot even consent to have a hired 
woman in the house exce t on special occa-
sions. 

ad been unnecessarily saeri- 
ltar of work. She had no 



ime to visit and gossip with her neighbors ; 
she was a regular church attendant, but she 

t in any of the social organ- 
ted wilh the church ; she 

was too tired afber her week's work to go to 
town with Jethrc to shop or to attend a 
show or other form of amusement. 
the heroic martyrdom of the captain 
goes down with his sinking ship, she clung 
to the farm, intending to die there. 

a was not of this generation, but 
of the past. Life was o long gray stretch 
of monotonous work. was not strange 

ad grown a little llar 
that her temper at times was irritable and 
her words short ; i t  woul have been more 
surprising if she had not grown sour and 
cranky under the circumstances. 

This afternoon when 
randa sat looking at the stove for a long 
time, uaaco~macious3y reviewing a long life of 
bitter toil and deprivation. P e r h a p  it was 
the contrast betweem1 her life and 



that first set her thinking, or perhs 
was the childish kiss that ad. broken the 

of her reserve. Somethin 
r. It was a war 
ose to the stove, as if chilled by 

air. She drew hor shawl 
er shoulders, and continued 

most intimate 
friend-the stove. 



e s permanent me 
l d w h  family, an 

tion of sending her back to the 
asylum was not raised again between 
and Miranda. Jethro continued to make 
ineffectual searches for the lost letter, hut al-

sux~eptitiously. The fear 
of opening the old question wit 
kept him in  a state of trepidation. 
letter should turn 

them out of their rights, s n  
might insist upon lis mailing the letter ; 
but clearly a lost letter cod~dn ' tbe mailed, 
and if not sent, no one would be the wiser.. 

i'ten in the  mjdst of a, quiet conversation 
Jehhro's th aughts woul 
article, and unconsciousl 
rca~nmagiugin his coat 

95 



at's the matter, Jetl1i.o ? " asked B4i-

randsz one nl$lt, 100king u p  sharply from 
her kaitting. 

'' stammere 
worked his hand in undcr the torn lining 

s coat, "1-1 reckon there's a pin 

r him to deceive 
without getting red and ustered. He 
knew t h a t t h e r e  was no pin j i l  the coat, 
but that something Rat and crinkly l ike a 
letter had got lodged in between the lilling 
and the coat, and the thought flashed over 

at, the solution to the puzzle was at 
hand. The letter he thought was lost 

under the lining, and had thus  
defied all his efforts to find ii. 

'' Take tho @oak;isand l e i  me see," com-
manded Mirnud,z. 

ushed, and told a, l ib  
,Mirancia. EIel e's the pin," 

o lding t ~ pone he pickcd from the table. 
"If the lining is torn, let me have the 



coat, m d  1'11 ww i t  up," calmly i n ~ i s t e  
wife. 

on' t  believe it's torn. B guess it's all 
irmda. It was just a 

stuck in my coat." 
" FVell, let me have the coa 

a t  it." 
Jethro knew that i t  was no use 

further. The wild look of the c o r ~ ~ e r a d  
animal sucl(lenly changed to shrewd crafti- 
ness. As he rose to remove the coat, be 
worked one hand fsanticalIy to extract the 
letter before lmnding the coat to Miranda. 

ethro was awlcwas 
the letter was so s e c ~ ~ r e l ycaught in the 
lining that he could not easily loosen it. 
Perspiration broke out on is forehead, an 

is hands trembled. 
hat's the matter 

ernanded his wife i ently. " Hand 
e the coat withont any more fuss." 
To expedite matters she reac 

and and jerked it from him. 
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most yielded to an overpowering 
ress his feelings by a strong word, but 

thought better of i t  and sat 
to await the inevitable. 

a Sbund the torn lining, and zlso 
the letter, which she calmly removed an 
handed to Jethro after a casual glance at it. 

" I  wouldn't be carrying the 
loose in an old coat like 

Jethro looked at the apers, and burst 
into a roar of Iaughter to relieve his emo- 
tions. I t  wasn't the lost letter after all, 
but an envelope containing a few 

the old coat that morning. 
'" don't see anything to laugh at," re- 

proved his wife. 

wondering if them papers could have been 
a-sticking in me instead of the pin. Tom 

aker said when he gave them to me this 
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morning to read them carefully, for khs 
arguments were sharp as tacks, 
was the tacks I felt." 

l"v3iranda continued her sewing unsmil-
ingly, so Jstbro su ued his mirth, and 

himself on the back 
in getting out of a bad 

scrape. 
emwhile Polly was like an tldvcnturous 

mariner, and th  rlcness which encom-

got her bearings ro 
immediate vicinity, than she felt obliged to 

her boundary of explorations to 
other lands. Like Columbus, she sailed 
without chart or compass, bui like him, 
too, an  intuitive sense of land beyond wait- 
ing to be discovered buoyed her u 

e and great expectations. $he had her 
beacons and lartdmarks scattered all over 
the yard and barn ; s l ~ s  could find the 



chicken horm by t h o  smell of the syringa 
bush ; she located the cow shed by the 
fence that sts:.Ged from the big elm-tree; 

the barn itself mas in a straight line 
from the house porch, forty paces away. 
I !l h e  gravel wnlk passed the 

right, and after twisting 1 
througil the garden, i t  ter 

. Polly could follow the 
k as easily as if she could see. 

But adventuring beyon these home 
onsui-ning de-

y she extended her explora-
ce sl-le wandered afiel 

lower meadow, and diseoverd a lark's nest 
in the grass. Another t ime she reache 
the wood-lot back of the house by follow- 
ing a snake fence, and then flushed with 
the excitement of her achievement, s 

own under the trees to enjoy the cool 
ethro, coming thither in anxious 

search, foi,und her ere CWO hours later. 
" Why, Polly," said, " 1thought you' 



got lost. Wuw'd you ever get way out 
ere ? " 
'( I followed the fence, Uncle 

ied. " I smelt the woods 
"nard the trees whispering to each 

other. I wanted to listeli to them." 
saying, Polly ? j 9  

himself with a battered 
straw hat, mad took a comfortable seat by 

uite know, Uncle 
don't believe they want me to learn their 

've been listening here for a long 
they just swish and Bicker, 2nd 

make a noise like bees humming. I wonder 
if they think I 'm eaves 
if I went away they' 

reckon they don't 
tzly, if I wanted to. 

trees could talk before." 
ic 

1 1 ,  yes, they can. 
talking at  the Home. 
you knolv-a big elm 



a poor, fo~slorll littie maple. 1 used to 
feel sorry for the maple-tree, i t  was so thin 
and scrawly, and when the wind 

ivered as i f  it wascold. I guessit  h a d a  
hard time of it, don't you, Uncle Jethro P 
All the worms and bugs would get on it, 

leavss as fast as t 
ikon said i t  was t 

but that was always t h e  way in life. The 
og had the worst of it, he said, for 

ounce on him. % 
wonder what he meant. I guess 

a t  the maple-tree was a dogwo 
I knew it was just a dear little maple try- 
ing hard to grow big and strong." 

Polly grew thoughtful, while Jethro lazily 
continued his fanning, and watched the 

he leaves playing on her face. 
,as if speaking 
lives in that 

house over there? " 
aldwin drew a shar 

quiclzly raised himself on 
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" There's a littli 
, I' isn't there ? " 

" IHow'd you know that ? " 
hy, I hear him ofte11,-sometimes he's 

'5 very angry at  
in the house, and 

he must be very sad or very wicked. Maybe 
he's lonesome, and wants some one to play 
with." 

ro rose from his grassy seat, 

r go, Polly. 
forgot to tell you Aunt Miranda s 
out  to look for you. She'll be wo 

n't go right back." 
up obediently, 

her mind was o 

house somewhe 
lance. 



h,  just a boy," re lied Jethrs a little 
Most boys are ali alike." 

'"ut wby is he cross and augry so much 1 
Isn't be a good lit 

e's spoilt. Some 
y, and they give a heap of 

trouble." 

. She did not press her ques-
tions, but it was clear that she bad not dis- 

he boy from mind. 
, and turned to face the other way. 

you hear him then?  " she aslre 
ded Iibe a scream. 

im scream, Uncle Jetlwo ? Boys don't 
ike that unless they're hurt or very 

angry." 
it's because he's angry," grimly 

ro. ' I  He's 'most always angry 



a t  something. as a very ugly aud 
nasty temper. wouldn't th i~ak of hi 

olly was thinking of 

forget, the more her active imagination 

at  way. They 
on7t like little boys anld gir 

treat them with scorn. Maybe that isn't a 
house, but a big castle, and the 1 

it. Did you ever see 
reckolm T did-lots of times." 

'' There's your Aunt 
nd you," was all Sethro 
ad that he could so easi 

of the conversation. " 

been worrying. I clea 
to hurry back." 

irartda appr.oe,ched the two, and greete 
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them with a voice that quavered a little 
with emotion. 

" Land sakes, J e t l m  ! " she e x h i m e  
en gone so long I was nearly 

Exas anything happeeled to 

'' No, Aunt  Miranda," assured & 

running forward and kissing her. 
wandered out there in  the woods, and Uncle 
Jethro found me. e talked of the trees 
a1ldAower.s-and-andoflittleboys. Aunt  
Miranda, what little boy lives over there in 
that house ? " 

If Polly had been suspicious, she might 
have read some meaning in the sudden 
stiffening of the muscles in  t 

her, and in  the queer, strained 

Has Yethm been telling you any- 
thing ? " 

anything. I don't think he knows much 



k~-lboutthe litllu boy. 1 should think he 
would know everything about him, but he 
doesn't, except that he's cross an. 
But you rvill tell me." 

Miranda breathed a si 
" No, Polly, I can't tell you much about 

she replied. " H e  lives over 
s mother, and that's a11 there 

is to tell about it." 
" Is his mother goo 1 " querie 

the girl. 
" 1don't know- ss she's good to 

him. I don't see but I suppose 
she is. Now come ,Polly. I've been 
'most worried to death, you were gone so 
long. I declare to goodness, Jethro and 1 

stracted when you dis 
something dreadful 

o31y laughed gleefully. 
"Did you th ink  some dragon bad run 

away with me, and cnrrie me to his cave, 
or some big giant had picked 



r ?  1 wonder i f  you have drogcsns 
around here, .Aunt Miranda." 

ess, no, child ! Don't you know 
there are no such things in  the world ? " 

here used to be, Aunt Miranda, and 
ear about them. Can y c ? ~tell me 

the story of Jack t ian t Kilier ? Oh, 
I'd just love to hear i t  again 
you all creepy and shivery an 
pleasantly afraid. P used to crawl under 

es at  night and imagine 1 was 
a little girl hiding in a cave from the giants, 
and then Jack would come along an 

e. I wonder if this little boy l o ~ k s  
thing Pike Jack. I'd like to see him. 
you invite hl over some day to se 

can't I Don't 
ow, forget the  

watched her with growing alarm, and 



lanced at each other meaningly. After 
dinner Polly was induced t 
front yard will1 her flowers 

oll that she had brought fs 
r Bul, her play was less natural 

and enthusiastic than usual, 
she would pause in it listlessly. 

'' She's lonesome, Mirandla," 
sadly. " She wants chi 

with. That's wlay she was so 

" 'There's Beulah Smith's little girl. 
hey say she's a bright little thing for 

ith's brat will have a chance 
to do that while I 'm alive. 
a dozen of them Smith girls." 
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Jetlzro conct~rred in this opinion SUE-
cleiiily to lei the matter drop, but he 
knitted his brows, a r d  finally suggested 

little boy ; he 
might -----" 

" A boy would 

She's older than Polly, but she might do." 
rown since she's 

got so big she's left off playing with dolls. 
pish and uppish, anyway." 
the Simpson girl," continue 

Jethro unabashe 
he lives too far away. 

go there calling, and she'd be lonelier than 
ever." 

ro scratching his 
t accounts for all 

going to do, Mirancia ? " 



Miranda was thinking 
" Jethro," she said de 

to the village again you might 
11 in Jones' store window. 

saw i t  the otber ay, and H thought of 
Polly then." 

" That there olk, with the golden 

the price on it. Yes, i t  was 

ross the kitchen floor, and 
took down a jar from one of the shelves, 
but before she ccs~dd 0 

nda," he protested 

I 
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a firmly. i' Then Pill feel as 

eyes growing bigger as he 

inst his chest, as Miranda's 



0 Polly became the owner of the big 
ition window, 
the envy and 

admiration of ail the children within a "cn- 
mile radius of ts purchase by 
Jsthro caused endless comment an 
and its disappearance from the window 
created c2 sense of loss among the school 

there daily to admire 
i t  and secretly long for it. For a blind girl 
i t  wa.s certainly a wonderfully dressed and 

ue eyes, yellow curls, 

irnpfes in its cheeks and chubby 
lands, and clothes of fine lace an  

ribbons to match its complexion. It was a 
dainty creation to be admired and love 

113 



But Polly could only griesb at Its splerm-
dor. She made Jzthro clescribe over and 
over agairr its virlues, the color of its eyes 
and hair, the  pink of its cheeks, the wom- 
derful dress wi th  its lace edging and brigllt 
ribbons. She asked Miranda if the do41 

just like a baby, and if  it was a little 
girl would she l ike  it for her own ; she plie 

lady with questions about 
he was a little girl, and asked her if 

she thought i t  was wicked to love dolls 
'"rally and truly," if she had no children 

er own to love. An would Miraudn 
love the doll as ueh as she loved Polly if 
the doll should c e to life some day ? 

The series of questions prompted by the 
gift of the doll were so many 2nd so per-
plexing that both Miranda and Jethro were 
often at  a loss. But it was their combined 
gift, the first real purchase of 
quence they had made for anot 
in years, and Po1l-y'~: continual interest in  
the doll pleased and flattered them. Every 



day the doll was dressed and undvesse 
to and scolded, and earrie 

porch to garden, and from garden to or-
chard. Polly was tireless in her care of her 

new plaything. 
""Ieeckon she never had such a dolX 

before," remarked Jethro one day. 
" M o p e  she won't tire of it, and wis 

other playmates," re 

againo'' 

sf her face was 
hard and determined. Jethro, t 

a slow frown ga 

Polly was not of the 
leesure in the doll to seven days; it was a 

consolation to oh 
. As the weeks 



silently, and the s ring settled in to  
summer, with the appl 
tiny fruit, and the honeysuckles losing 
their fmgrance and color as the more gor- 
geous marigolds and larkspurs suceeede 
them, Po12y es ystd farther and farther 
afield wi th  her 11 to in t~oduce her to 
friends of the woods and mea 
slzswed her the lark's nest, now ii!led with 

birdlir~gs; she fed the gray 
squirrel, talking first to the ski 
mai and then to er doll ; she t 

s and introduced the birds and 
snails to her, and rocked her to sles 
the canopy of green boug 

Jethro 2nd Miranda had cease 
about Prslly's long absences from 
and she had the freedom of t he  
extended for sixty acres on eac 

land lot. Xo long as she kept within 
the snake fence, wbicli inclosed the 

ropa~ ty ,she was snfe from ae 

r m~shap.  The seasora'a crops were now 



rjpeniLl;t5: au:I Jet B:IQ'J t ime was occupied 
iil cnltivnling t h e m .  Miranda was busy in 
the house preparing for tfne harvest season, 
when extm fiin.oc1 workers would descend 

on the place an make great inroads 
ripon her kitchen. She always 
ahead of time for the harvest seas 
ing and baking an serving so that in an 
emergency she wo 
to fall back upon. 

So i t  came about gradually t 
was lefb more and more to herself. Miranda 
felt that the big doll answered all of the 
child's cravings for corn 

children. disturbing the 

ut one day when Pol 
doll to sleep, crooning 
swung lightly on the branch of a forest 
tree, a startled scream near caused 
jump down in breathless haste. The scream 

as followed by anmotller more clisturbing 



an the  first, and then came n paroxysm 
of wild oobbinlg. 

Polly stood rnotisnless for a rnornei~t, 
then she turned her face in the direction of 
the noise. A minute later she was gliding 
cautious2y but accurately toward t21e place 

the screams and wild sobs 
seemed to come. She halte at the edge of 
a thicket; she knew y the kicking and 
threshing of' the bushcs that she was near 

erson who was causing all the disturb- 
ance. The sobbing corltinued unabated. 

'"Oh, what is the matler ? " she cdled i n  
alarm. 

ste silence ; the sobbing 

" Are you hurt, liltle-little boy ? " 
he little boy lying half concealed among 

the bushes stared u at this strange appari- 
tion, and let his tears dry inz dirty streaks 
on his face. There was an  ugly scowl on 
it, too, but fortunately Polly could not see 
that. 



e are y o u ? "  olly continued, as 
ads it dimcult for her to 
n't you tell me where 

you are ? '' 
There was no response to this appeal. As 

if possessed with a resolution, the head 
suddenly flattened itself on the ground : if' 

not been discovered, he would hide. 
ade a few ineftr'ee~ual attempls to 

approacb him, but  she was u t t e ~ l y  confused 
by her surroundings. She had run out of 
her beatera track and had mot stopped to 

u t  in wandering around she acci 
stepped nearer, and trod on sor~~ethingsoft 
and yielding. A howl of pain rent the air, 
as the boyjerked his hand away an 
at  her. 

" Get away ! "  he shouted. " I'll knock 
if you don't I You%e 
and broke it. 

killed rns I " 
Accornparlying the howls with vigorous 
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kicks and inssine flaying of Polly'sl legs 
s, little: Dick Edward made 

his acquaintance with olly i n  a decidedly 
ungentlemanly manner. For a few mo-
ments Polly stoo the blows of the tiny 

inchingly. Then she t u r ~ e d  on 
him quickly. 

hat, you naug 
u, this insta 

"You will ! Yes, yo 
lows grew feebl 

Polly was bending ove 
and. If Dick ha known that the eyes 

were sightless, he might have eontin~sed 
is youtkftll im-

olly looked severe an 

e now, I should think you'd be 
of yourself," cried Polly, when 

the blows censer1 entirely. "1 guew you 
are. If you're sufficieil:iy humble mcZ 
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sorry, 1'11 forgive you. I won't; bear any 
..*

grudge against you. ' i d  try to be magnan-
imous, and forget it." 

The boy mumbled ssmet 
his voice half smothered in the grass and 
leaves. His silence awakeued sympathy in 
Polly, and she e her voice to one of 
friendliness. 

what hurt  you," she said. " I'm awfully 
sorry for you. 1 heard your screams, and 
ran "nentb!et;sly to see who was killing you. 
1 really thought somebody was being mnr-

ered. 011, it was terrible I Did you ever 
see anybody murdered, little bo 

11 imagine how dreadful i t  must 
at is your name, little boy ? " 
't tell you !" was the stub 

P ~ Y' 
'6 
 Then I'll name you. 

never bad a name. 1knew a bog1 we eall.ed 
f you haven't any name, 1'11 call 

you that." 



' T o  you won't! That ain't my name. 
I'm Dick." 

ell, Dick, I'm Polly. Now we know 
each other, and we can talk toget 
first tell me what 

" I won't," came sullenly fro 
Polly essayed to ignore tlli 

seated herself on the ground n 
trate boy. 

' 6  You nearly frightened 
oath," she reproached. " I 

again, or she'll cry 
't it be terrible if sEa 

akes me shudder l 
don't think I'd ever forgive you, Dick, if 
that should ha 

her lap. 
here'd you get that oil ? " he asked 

suddenly. "That's t e big doll they had 
in Jones' store. ow9d you get i t?" 

I 



1 Don't wake her up," cautioird 
Polly. If you scream again, 

r Dolly's sake." 
screa~11if I want to," re 

Dick. 
lease don't," she begge 

3 will if it frig 
mind. Dolly's awake, and I 
er to sleep after all this. Now 

" 1won't 110w.~) 
Polly turned her face towar 

and seemed very t oughtful for a time. 
ick's eyes fell before hers, a 
gging the toe of a foot in the 
" You're the most disagreeable boy B ever 

met," Polly observed finally. " If you were 
my little boy, I'd 

ake you stay there until you 
nd I 'd wash your mouth out 

ater. Are you alw 

want to know ycru. But, then, perhaps you 
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cm't  11dp it. So~nclittle bogs are 

that ~ w y ,  1suppose 1shsauld be forgiving 
11, 1'11 forgive you 
we should lorgive 

our enemies seventy times seven, and that's 
't Buow whether 

Yes, 1'11 try real bard. 

" No you won't. 1'11 scream if you do." 
ell, Tinker, I on't call that being 

very good." 
stop calling me t 

" No, you won't, inker l Tinker !" 
Dick's face underwent a change ; it grew 

sullen, and then puckere 
angry scowl. Suddenly he op 
mouth and emitted a series of screams and 
howls, kicking the dirt and bushes vigor-
ously with both feet. olly started vio-

rst, but as the boy continued 
hysterically, going from one s 
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another, her little face turned pale and t 
red. She leaned over, seized Diek 
shoulders, and shook him vigorously. 

inker I Stop it I " she co 
call you Tin 

r l Tinker f 
Sire shouted the odious name until 

nearly out oS broatln. Diek continued 

of stern stuff, and she would not be howle 
down. 

inker I Tinker! 

ol%y's voice was getti 
but she kept a t  it bravely. If Dick ceased 
his struggles and screams she made long 

auses between each word, but on the slight- 
is renewing his 
.t more loudly and firmly. 
's fit of anger was spent, and 

his screams subsided into 
Polly stopped 
reached out a atted his head. 



'' Now don't cry, Dick," she soothed. 
" It's d i  over. I'll never call you that  
again unless you ma e me. I'm goii~gto 
play with you, and w e  can't 
howl like a baby. hers's your hand-

1'11 be a good 8arnaritun-

et of the lad l o  

her hand came 
in contact with something that excite 
curiosity. 

s this, Dick ? " she asked, picking 
feeling of it care 

" Let it alone," replied 
crutch." 

our crutch? " exelairneC Pd1y in 
hat are you 
rs not lame, 

're11 me, are you-lame ? " 
" What do you ask 

know H am. ou ain't going to make fun 
of me. If you do, I'll hit you with the 
crutch." 



l' Dick," sa id  Polly slowly, ' 'don't  

ou know it. Now 
land me my crutch. You ain't going to 

make f u n  of me." 
olly yielded the crutch to him. 

was too shocked to speak for some time. 

'"Dick, where are you ? " she asked after 
a pause. 

" Where da you suppose? Can't you see 
me ? " 

"No, Dick, I can't. Didn't you know 3 
was blind ? " 

'(Blind ? " ejaculated Dick in awe. Ah,' l  

no, you a in ' t?  You're just  fooling me. 
Your eyes are wide open." 

onestly, Dick, P cxn'tsee a 
ever since I was a 

believe you." 
telling you h e  truth. 

Ask Aunt  Miranda and Uncle 
ey'll tell you." 
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At these llarnes Dick sat u 
e speaker. H e  began to 

remember something he had heard of tile,. 

irl at  the Baldwin farm. 
aldwin9ssl " he 

Dick was duly impressed. H e  bad never 

seen a blind girl, and olly was a sorl of' 

curiosity to him ; he forgot his anger, and 
er with large, full eyes. 

" Can't you see a little 
corner of your eyes ? " he qu 

" No, not a little tiny bit." 
"See that ? " he asked, w 

ceutly. 
8eill ur~eonvinee 

and jabbed the e 
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ato to consider.. A uhrew 
pressron ovcrsprosd his face, Bileachi~~gi 
his pocket, he drew forth a 

'(1 got a new knife to-day," he an-
no . " Ain't she a 

" "Here," he said, ho 

blind ? " 
" 1 followed your voice, Dick. ear 

you crying an 

ow you going to get back, then ? " 
i17g 10 lead rile until 2: reae 



tkae snake fence, Tllen I can follow i l  

ome." 
' you know I 'm going t o ?  " 

" Because I know you will, Dick. You're 
cl little boy, and we'll play 

us.'' 

guess so. Besides, 
but  I will, if I want 

" Pl l  ask Aun t  Miranda and Uncle Jethro 
lay with you," Polly said, " an 

you ask your mother." 

say no. If we're going to play tog 
v e  mustn't sa,y anything to them. 
just play here, and not let them know." 

Polly looked dubious. She 
concealed anything om her guardians, 

it troubled her now to think of doing 
anything so disobedient, 



" '4'18 think of i t  Dick," she re 
slowly, rising from er seat. " Now 

back to the fence ? " 
come back to-morrow ? " Dick 

moment in doubt. 
e to-morrow, an 

I'll show you the 
fence." 



LLY returned Emme ver 
nsively. She carrie 
arms with loving devotion, 

but it was apparent from her attitude an 
indifferent remarks to i t  that her mind was 
pondering deeper an more serious things 
than those pertaining to a mere doll. Sho 
smoothed its rufBed dress, patted its curly 
hair, and even kissed its waxen cheeks, but 
with a certain lack of enthusiasm t 
unusual to her. 

She put the doll to ed early that night, 
and repaired to t e kitchen to help Aunt 
Miranda with the dishes. She worked 

iranda was almost 
too busy to notice the child's restraint, an 

ard day in the fields, 
inclined to doze over his 

132 



dishes were all c1,u.l and p!aivay in their 
the shelves, Polly 

g-room and took a lorn 

know of ally little c 
around here ? " 

ddwin  starte and frowned. 
ethro roused himself from his eat ma 

and took interest in the question. 

waiting for an answer, 

-three, H think. Yes, these were three." 

in consternation, 



lled "Tinker I Tinker ! ' until  
e was a very nice boy then. 

must cry and scream because he is a 
Don't you, Aunt 

ild, Polly, and you 
ustn9t play with him," Miran 

was a spoilt child? " 
said you wouldn't let me piay 

with him if' I asked 
W 

and a hard glitter ea 
" You can't understand, Polly,"sshe re-

n't want you to have 

ressed it  to her 
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go round on crutches all ye)^ life, 
Miranda? " s 

use. " 1should think 
it  wonld make one feel cross and ugly. 
think maybe I' readful little girl if 
I was scripple." 

ear, 1 suppose i t  must be," as-
ing uncomfortable. 

" And Dick must be very lonely without 
on't you think so 1 

him." 
" And his mother doesn't want 

play with me." 

I 



" Did he say so ? " yniekly, with a gri 
smile. 

" fihtbink he rneailt that ; but  he said he'd 
play with me, anyway." 

" It's just like kes after his fa-
er. 1 ~vouldn't; m round here. 

No7 Polly, you mustn't Lave anything to do 
wi th  him." 

as his father a very bad man ? " 
e was ----- But never mind, Polly, 

you can't understand. You're not going to 
see him again, are you ? '" 

ly once, Aunt mi rand^." 
at do you mean, olly ? You inteald 

to disobey me ? " 
" No, Aunt bIiranda, but I &sl 

speak to you about 
to-morrow. I'll tell 
with him." 

aldwin breathe a sigh of relief. 
The corrversation was awkward, 2nd the 
child's persistent inquiries were opening an 

wound and malril-mgher. uncomfortable. 



Polly rose suddenly, as i f  the interview 
was at an end. iltiranda watched her with 

olly walked over to 

amele," she said. Then she 
nt, to kiss her goo 
iverod as she felt the im-
and a tear stood 

eyes. 

Bence. Uncomforhblz memories were stir-
eir minds ;harsh words uttere 
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upset. Poor little thing, she looked as if' 
she'd lost her doii and everyhhing eise." 

must get her another 
Mirancla, firmly. " There are other 

chiidren besides that Dick Edward." 
" Yes, but none so near, and, besides, we 

don't know that they'd play with her." 
" Not play with Polly ? 
" They might make fun of her, and call 

er names." 
Miranda winced and stuck a needle in 

her finger. 
ieve," she observed s 

ou want her to play with 

" I reckon that ain't fai 
'ain't got no reason to t ink well of any child 

e did treat me right mean. 
e about as well as stole that lower meadow 
Id from me, law or no law, and 1 "ain't 

forgot it. But he's dead mom, a 
'ain't bad the easicst time of it. 
Dick gives her a heap of trouble. She's 
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oilt him giving in] so much to 
act to be easy with 

'S sharper9n her wit," 
hisbers reflectively. 

ook a long look out o f  the window. 

soon get over it." 
" Yes, children on't remember sueb 

things very Islag," irclnda answere 

unno about that. 



retty loug memory. P tarou 
ed i f  she rexiembere 

many clays." 
must find some way to ernlertab 

n so it  will help her to forget. 
r to the village to-morrow. I w m t  

opping, sncl I might buy her 
aterial for a new dress." 

going to see Dick to-morrow 

n)e do that," interrupte 
s mighty c*:lreiuli about 

ke her to the viilnge 
the next day." 

" I  reckon that wil l  be better." 
80Polly had the opportunity to keep her 

appointment with Dick, as she had promised. 
Neither Jethro nor Mirannda interposed any 
objection when s11r a n n o ~ u c e ~ ithe 9iAPow-
ing afternoon that she was going to meet 



Dick, and tell him she couldn't play with 
him. 

" You mean forever alld ever., Aunt  
MiranIda, don't you ? " she asked before dlc: 

set out. 
rs. Baldwin wince at  this point-blank 

uery, and ha to gulp hard before she 

" Forever and ever is a long time, 
gently. " I t th ink  it's enough to 

at  you can't play with him. 

anda, I'll tell him that, 
and maybe if he's very, very good, some 
day i t  will be different. It isn't like saying 
forever and ever. 
t makes you thin 

believe i t  would al 
hat to any one." 

er face brightened, and Miranda replied 
a wistful smile illuminating 

face : 
ell, don't sny it, dear. P wouldn'f 



want you to say anything that would break 

iranda watch  her with mingled feel- 
ings of regret and sorrow, as the little girl 
trudged across the elds, carrying 

following the snake fence with unerring 

the back door, but there was no joy in her 
the sight of her comfortable 

stove burning rightly, with t 

her, exclaimed : 
now you're blind, for you 

stood right in 
sf you." 
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" 31ow long have you been here, Dick? " 
olly asked in a serious voice. 
'[ Half an hour, an 

for you to come. You 
f,tiey7d let you. '4: 
don't like them. 

other, and H hate an 

ave you been screaming and 
crying since B saw you? '' demande 

once," was t 

t to call you 
Yes, I really must. Now 171 
get i t  over with. 

scream would 
did not speak or move. 

Now that the punishment was over, 
ecame sympathetic an 
" How do you feel to 

you are quite well. Does your mi 
you-l mean your legs or-or back 



are you eripplcci, 
. . 

" All over, I guess. If you could see me, 
olly, you'd run away and call me names. 

at's what a11 the boys and most of' the 
o. They say I'm ugly-looking, and 

that I'm a11 twisted an 
h, Dick, you k n o w  I wouldn't 

that i P coul n7t bear to laugh at any one 
crippled. If could see you, 1 know I'd 
just love you. I Bncw a crippled boy once, 

and we were great frimds. When I IefL 
e he cried, ant1 said he'd never. for-

get me. I wonder if he renieunbert3 me 

as his name Tinker 4 " 
" No, Tinker was a bad boy ; that's why 

f cal%ectyou Tinlier when you screamed and 
ollered, It hurt me, Dick, to do it, but 

ow we have lo 

ain, because we know we've done righi. 
Don't you think so? Once Mrs. 
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ugh her tears, aud 1think she 
felt glad that she'd done the 

idn't have to tell you the 
won't be a joyful pain at 

eedn't tell you forever and ever." 

this is the last time we can meet. Isn't it 
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akes me feel l ike  crying. 
d, if it wouldn't make you 

; it  would make me 

son said crying re-
lieved one's feelings, and I'd Hike to have 
mine relieved." 

e ~vouldn't  let you-the wean 
old thing I " cried Dick. ut  what do we6 6  


You can run away, and come out' 
and they won't know it." 

olfy shook her 
" "Iouldn" t o  that, Dick, and you 

ementfy retorted Dick. 
ase. S run away often." 

, Dick ! Now I s all have to call 
many times. 

say i t  to myself, for this is our last meeting. 
Now keep quiet while I say it." 

Dick watched 
could hardly un- 

little playmate who insiste 
upon punishment for every ofl'eace ; and 

I 
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he knew she was saying " Tinker ': 
over again, strangely enough he 

id not resent i&. 
"There now, I feel better," she said 

nally. ' T o w ,  Dick, you mustu't ever 
run atway again. If you do, 1'11 have to 
say ' Tinksr ' so often that i t  may make me 
sick. You're going to promise 

" 'If you'll play with me, 1will." 
you to-day, but not ally 

ut, Dick," facing him earnestly, 
' ' I ' l l  always think of you. I'i 
you in  spirit, you know, andsometimes if 1 

now you're over the fence, I'll wave to 

ill you ? " eagerly. "IP' 
ay out here ; but," and 

anxious1y, " you can't see me, and how'll 
you know I'm here ? " 

ered a minute in silence. 
" Do you know how to whist 

quail, Dick ? " she asked. 
" Do I ? 'flora bet I do ! " 



To prove his ability in this line, he h i -
tated the shrill call of " Bob 
fection, and Polly c!a 

ily. 
Now, Dick, when hear that whistle, 

1'12 reply, See, I know how to do it " 
Aud Polly puckered her li 

il call as well as Dick 
Dick, wavering a little, 

" how'll I know it's you? It may be a r e d  
quail ca l l i~g . "  

" Then we'll laugh at t 
i t  won't hurt us. e must answer every 

ether it's a quail or not." 

dwin will think there's 
a lot of quails round ere," he remarke 

" Now let's play it," suggested 
e want to get nsed to the call. 

we'll learn to know it from the real quail's 
whistle." 

For half an hour they 
woods, whistling back and forth, and hid-
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i~ lgfrom each olher. Dick would go olfS 
some distance and whistle, and 

then search for him, followin 
the sounds as unerringly as if gifted wit 
eyesight. Dick ela 

she found him. 80 the after-
, and f'orge&f~dof the final part-
children elljoyed themselves as 

eartily as if no s 



G the busy season of planting 

trips to the vil necessity of en- 
tertaining Polly, now that she was forbidden 
to play with Dick Edward, induced him to 

illy and make various pretexts for 
oodbine every day or two. Sorne-

times Miranda woul aeeompany tkiem? an 

olly to the stores 
le foregathered. 

Few strangers would ever guess that 
Polly was blind ; her eyes were beautiful in 

ite of her great a iction, and except for a 
slight stare they were almost normal in a 
pearanee. Polly was a beau t i f~~ lgirl, and 
now that her figure was becoming rounde 

150 
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she often attracted attention by he 
charms. The iife on the farm 
agreed with  her, for her skin 
and her cheeks bright and rosy 
auburn hair curled about her ears and fore- 
head, and formed a striking contrast to the 
blue eyes. 

ople miorild make admiring re-
sometimes they would stop and 

rs. Baldwin secretly eljoyed 
iments as much as if they had 

been bestowed upon her 
was never afraid that  strarmg 
Polly's blindness, for the 
witted and unusually If-reliant. She was, 
as she would say, pr ared for any emer-

she was never a t  a loss for 

Comparatively few of the 
oodbine knew that the B 

blind girl staying with them, and the few 
who did know the secret could hardly 
credit their S O I I S ~ S  when they met Polly. 



such an intuitive sense of direc- 
tion that d ie  could walk by her aunt's si 

t touching her arm, and any one see- 
two strolling le 

Main Street would never 
defective visiola. 

" YOU don't nee to take me by "ce arm, 
iranda," Polly had told 

know I'm safe." 
win was anxious axid 

art fluttered every time 
s or came to a crossing, 

but  gradually she learned do trust Polly's 
ieitly. When they 
lly did not have hol. 

to associate that 
warning with the curb or some other ob- 
struction. The two learned a code of si 
nals that helpe tlrena wonderfully. 
friends approached to speak to t 

imndn w0171d W ~ I ~ R ~ E Y "i n  advance : 
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Symonds, the minister. Do 

'' Yes, Aunt Miran 
wearing that same 

s silk hat on ? " 
repared to greet their 

reserve or embarrassment. 
n took great pride in show-

ing off Polly, and very soon she went to 
oodbine with the girl nearly every 

that Jedhro made a trip. 
" "Ieclare, Miuanda, you're 
ite a gadder," Jethro re 
ust be you're feelin 

mer." 
me," she replied. " 1 

don't think it's safe to let her wan 
the streets alone. She mightget  run over." 

'" rreclron I'd look after her pretty well." 
en are so thoughtless. I'd never feel 

comfortable if 
olly in the village." 



" Well, may be we do lleed a chaperon. 
kinder like it. Always did feel better if 

had a woman to look after me, and now 

Jathro's words and chuckle caused Mi-
randa no resentment or uneasiness of spirit. 

he had made up her rniracl to 
olly, and if the truth were known, she got 

keen satisfaction d e~ljoyment out of it. 
f n  the stores randa never forgot 

exclaimed, " Look at  t 
Isn't it beautiful ? " 

Instead she waul say, " 'Feel of this, 
ly ! How nice and soft it; is ! 

wonder if it; wouldn' 
dress for you. 
of blue." 

e is my favorite color, Aunt 
," Polly would reply, althoug 

she had no exact idea of what any color 
was like. But she did have association of 
ideas about colors in her mind, and this 
answered the same purpose as if she could 
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tuve was as real an 

that appealed to her sense of touch. 
"Yes, dear, but it's red, alz ugly shade." 
l 6  Oh, I'm so sorry l T s cloth is so soft 

e man waiting on them smile 
them from one 



store %oanotlme~.,gazing with ill-coilceded 
atirnirution at  Polly, aald listenixlg illkently 
to her remarks. 

" She has remarkably good sense of the 
q~rality sf goods," he commented aow, 
looking from Polly to Miranda. " Every 

ieee she has admire bas been of tbe best 
t's quite unusual for one so 
e seems to tell by touch." 

olly knows cloth better than 
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iranda," she 

little glow of pleasure, and looked admir- 
ingly a t  Polly. he salesman sniiled, too, 

er of a girl about Polly's 
patting her on the head 

r. Instead, however, 
of cloth, and said : 

what she wants, if 
Her judgment is excel-

lent." 
mense amount 

go through all the stock in the stor 
salesman was interested, and he a: 
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e search until  be 
ce satisr"actovy to  tlaem ail. 

The color was all that could be desired, an 

Polly exclaimed enthusiastically : 
<'That's it, Aunt Niranda l Just feel 

how nice and soft i t  is ! 
feel that I'm dresse 

ade of blue ? '" 
" Yes, dear, just t 

" A little," admitted Aunt 
en they walked out of the store with 

dress, the clerk 
en talking to a 

shook his head a little regretfully, an 
murmured : 

oo bad she's color-blind. But she's a 
wonderful girl. P wish my Mary was as 
bright." 
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utside they met ethro, who, wit 
atient Billy, was waiting for them. The 

them. Miranda glanced at  them indiffer- 
ethro called her attention to 

them by remarking : 
“Got  your specs with you, Miranda ? 

There's a letter for me, an 4: can't make it 
O L I ~nohow." 

" No, I left them home. W b o ' ~the letter 
f rom? " 

without specs. 



icked up  the letter and scruti- 
nized it, bili her own eyesight was none 
too good, and she nallgr laid the missive 

own again, and missed it from mind. 
he was experiers a glow of satisfaction 

at  having made a satisfactory purchase ; she 
olly in the ne 

ress and in her imagination Miranda 
arrayed as only a beautiful 

ome through the fields an 
as pleasant. 

along faithfully, swishing the dies with his 
shaking his mane every time a 

ey neared the 
were turning to enter the land of tlae 01 

aldwin farm, the su den whistle of a 
uail near by startle 

ust be s flock of quails nesting rsun 
ere," Jethro remarked. 
Polly started suddenlj~, and remelabered 

her. code of signals with Dick. Could it be 
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that Dick was in %hevicinity, or was it a 
real quail whistling I' 

ou see h im ,  Uncle Jethro ? " she 

%?bite " in a most life-like ftxshjola. 
ell, Polly, you almost made me think 

ail in the wagon," asserte 
w'd you learn to w 

one ? " 
A moment later there was am answering 

rough the still air. 
again, 2nd once more 



came the response, clear a d  shrill. Back 
forth resounded the cry of the quail, 

P d y  answering each cry from the woods. 
ainter and hinter  grew the whistles, as 

Billy trudged along, u the lase echo mas 
lost in the distance. lwo and Pbjliranda 
had listened in ased surprise as the girl 
caught up each replied to it in 
kind. 

ell, Polly, you'll have them 
e claicken yard, if you kee 
hed Jethro, when the 
ey do say they can eat st 

lot of buckwl~eat when they're 
ve to shoo them away." 

ny buckwheat, Uncle 
olIy, wondering for the 

first time if her agreement with Dick would 

" No, and nothing else that a 
want, I guess. 'm afraid they'd starve to 
death out here. There's nothing but corn 
and potatoes and garden truck." 



ey like corn, Uncle 
of 'em eating it, but you 

can't tell." 
olly and Miranda wal 
se while Jetbro stab1 

ers were half-way 
calIed to them : 

iranda. Guess 
forgot it." 

Picking it u p  from the seat,, 
and then turned his attenlion to 
iranda took the letter from him 

and glanced at it. Somet 
attracted her attention. 
plain enough, but without her spectacles 
she was unable to read it clearly. Sorne-
thing familiar about t rin ted letters in 

e corner, however, awakened a11 uneasy 
sense of impending disaster. 

owe, she laid her parcel down, 

kage, and was 
too intent on feeling the material for tho 
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new dress to notice her aunt's excitement. 
Once the girl tlmught she heard a noise that 

ed like a groan, an she turned quickly. 
'Did yo0 speak to me, Aunt 
No, dear," in a strained voice. 
hen there was silence in 

rs. Baldlvil~, with her spectacles adjusted, 
was rereading the letter, and as she read, 

. Suddenly she rose to 
elf across the 

near Polly, an 

" Polly," she said faintly, " I'm going out 
to see Jethro a minute. I f ~ r g o tsomething. 
You stay here." 

" Yes, Aunt Miranda. 
nce outside the bous 

on a run toward the ba 
she staggered at times, as if her 

emotion was too much fo rher .  Reaching 
the door of the barn she sto ped and gasped 

and trem blin 







f the barn in response 
so different fA 

the one that he was accustoxlne 

a l What is i d  ? " 
hen he saw her, 

growing alarm. 
matter, Miranda l Any-

" Bead it ! " afse gasped. " Read it ! " 



'S own hand trembled as he 
took the letter, and then remembering 

a t  he was without his spectacles, he 
i t  back to his wife wit 

comment : 
" 'Ain't got my specs, iranda. You 

hat is it, anyway? Who's it 

from the asylum, Jethro," quake 
~d it's about Polly." 
at about her ? " he rlemande 
s voice and strength. " guess 
nything wrong with her. If 
, I sha'n't believe it." 
ot that," stammered Miranda. 
t, but it was a mistake-an 
ks take her back." 
clron they won't," replie 

2 6G 



ethro stoutly. " I guess 
say about that. Take her back, eh ll 

Kpossession reas- 
sured Miranda somewha&, and she recovered 
a little of her 01 

so startled her 
t i t  seemed as if tbey had 
, and that nothing eoul 

thorities from robbin 
had grown so very 

''Read the letter, Jethro," sh  
her voice still a little tremulous 
her returning courage. 

to decipher them. 



" Mr. Jethro aldwin," she rea 
" Dear Sir : On the fifth of May we sent to 

in care of the conductor of the tra,in a 
lum, as you had agree 
home and bake proper 

we had selected for 
argood, a8 de-

letter. At the same 

to an institution for 

er modern methods 
of education for the blind. 

icable manner, the two irls got mixed a t  
e railroad station, an our agent sent 

them to their wrong destinations. Jennie 
argood turned up at the institution for 

lad, and we were duly nokified ; but 

are anxious to know if she reache 
me, for if not, we are a t  a loss to 

account $"or her disappearance. 
id, for we hold the 
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uctor's card with your signature at-
tached. Will you kindly advise 

if she is 114th you?  
then send one of our agents d o w ~  to bring 

olly back, and ennie, whom you agreed 
to take, will be brought to you imme 

" Regrettillg the inconvenlienee &batour 
blunder may have caused you, and apolo- 
gizing for what must have see 
an inexcusable error, 

" Very truly yours, 

the letter all ix 
voice trailing 

end. Jethro said nothing, 
beard meditatively; unlike his wife he 

ermitted excitement to force him 
exclamation. Perhaps the mo-

mentous import of the letter had so eom-
letely dumfounded him that 

loss for words to express is nstorrishment. 
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'9ethro," said Niranda finally, w 
unealdursble, "we m i ~ b 5a 

sire's 1:ot here. e eoul 
y came for her." 

" 'No, Miranda, '&wouldn't do," replied 
Jethro. '' They'd inquire of the neighbors, 

there's thal young statio~l agent. 
w me sign for olly and drive o 

" Couldn't we say she'd run away ? " per-
sisted his wife. 

issed this suggestion fro 
eollsideration with a wave of the 

ssionate way iia whic 
he situation disturbed 

ashing angrily, she 

ou going to do, Jethrs 
aldwin? Stand still, and do nothing 

off'? I thougl~t  you 



1 

man's love auounts  to, id's not 
woman's. If you won't fight for 

B tell you, JetE1r.o Baldwin, they 
ave Polly ! 1'11 hide her-run 

away with her--- o anything, before 
them take her ! There, now ! " 

Jethro's eyes opened in surprise and 
wonder at  his wife's ex1 on of spirit, and 
when she finished, fac im with stormy 
eyes and pale, set features, he stared back 
at  her. speechlessly for several 

" 1 had no uotion of letting h e m  
take Polly away. 
so 1 " 

ecause you stoo there with your 
en like a seared schoolboy. 

to do, then ? ' "  
hadn't made 

mind. I was thinking." 
" And while you're t 

come and stea Polly from us." 
" "Peckan they're not coming right 
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away. They said I was to write to 'em 
first, didn't; they ? " 

" Yes-but what are you going to write? 9 9  

'Il have to think about that, 
erhaps if we tell them how 

olly, they tvoia't want to take her 
away. And olly, 1 guess, wili want to 
stay with us." 

'( Slsnll we speak to Polly about i t ?" 
" No, I shouldn't-not yet awhile." 
Miranda felt a little relieved now that 

red the terrible secret with 
ro's calmness ha 

quieting her own excited fear 
taken the news in the same 
wife9they might 

authorities from ever seeing 

ven the fear o 
not have deterre 

ose. The hunger of mother-
ast been aroused in 
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e was ready to battle against any odds to 
one who had so corn 

taken possession of he 
After reading th letter carefully in the 

rivacy of tile ki t  en Jethso furtlper re- 

y'll let her stay with us. 
hey only want to 
hat's plain as day 

worry about it, Mirarnda." 
id worry about it, an 

elihro ; but both kept their misgivings 
to themselves. So l g as there was a mere 
possibility of ha 
them, they wsu 
of exei ted apprehension. Jethro frequently 
would stop in t his farm work 

" Shucks now I H wonder if they could 
do it." 

e was fully aware of the fact that he 
had no legal clai olly ; she had 

een sent t s  the y mistake, an 



authorities had merely 
a g e d  to send a gir on trial. T h y  hsd 
the right to terminale the arrangement at  

ermanent contract had been 
signed,--a right which he enjoyed on his 
side as we21. 

in her turn, peranitbe 
on tbe subject un 
ssed with the itlea that 

nothing they could do would prevent tlae 
terrible catastrophe. At such timer; she 
would raise her head from her work and 

wild, frightened eyes at  Polly, 
if she were near, or up a t  the heavens if 
alone. 

would kill me if 

the one from 

both of them putting their .k ear&an I mind 

into the writing of it. 



uly reached them, that 
to keep her ;  that they were 

both greatly attached to the girl, would 
give her a good home, and, moreover, woultl 

er at  their death. 

satisfaction, but at  t 
a little quaking of the heart and 

many misgivings. His faint-hearted at-
tempts to give Miranda courage only half 
convinced her. She waited as anxiously as 
Jethro for the reply. 

leanwhile, the subject of all their eon-
versatiom and len hy discussions 
the even tenor of er ways, totally uneon- 
scious of the impendin trouble ; she was 
as innocently happy ar as oblivious of 

owe atmosphere as the 
hieb nested under the eaves of the 

owe, or the pair of gray squirrels rearing 
their young i n  the  hollow of the oak. 

olly devoted her time and attel~l~ionto 



her doll. For a day or two she trie 
forget Bjick, an  
from the woods. 

ut the whistle of the quail would often 
reach her little ears, causing 

ponder thoughtfully. She 
was not entirely sure in her mind that she 
was doing right in keeping up this clan- 

estine communication with Diclr. Sonie-
times when % e whistle was faint and dis- 
tant, she would ease her conscience 

raougb to speak "c her. 



ne day he trie 
ness that Polly had 

once more, only 

away I " she entreated. 
" YOUcome and take it. 1'11 

you I " 



n78 POLLY COMES TO 

" 1 C L ~ I ~ ' $ .  YOLI~ O \ dV ~ 8 n ' $ ,  
3 7 0 ~don't go awn, 

hard as I can, ar 
again," 

n7t  be so mean as all tlxtt, 
Dick a little wistfully. 

Polly's heart w 
the voice as the 
choice. She had to live up to her word to 

a: aunt ;  still she c o d  ake id easy for 

" No, P won't call you Tinker, Dick," s 
ore gently, " but I won't whistle 

for-for ever so long, if 
-yes, for days and days. Now," sternly, 
" will you mind ? " 

'" want you to play with me just this 
o ~ w . ' '  

Young as she was, olly knew that she 

' 'D14i~k~~~ answere promptly, 'q'she 







istle to you again 
count. Now, I'm go 

ut her down ? '" 
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had his way so often that i t  was hard for 
. In  the long pause that fol- 

other defiantly. 
cried Polly in determination, 
u t  her down, Dick ? " 

remacy was rtmning 
strong betwe e two sturdy wills. 
Dick clung to the doll, but his lips were 

uivering. Polly was equally excited, an 

to say the words that she was 

to if Dick didn't obey. 
" Four ! " she wailed. " Oh, Dick, think 

of it l Four long days! Don't make it 
ve." 
The tears were ready to burst forth from 

the girl's sightless eyes, but she held them 
back with a strong will. T 
seemed like tolling her own funeral dirge. 

" Five t " she cal and this time she 

a moment later, and 
her lips were pursed to continue evenly 
with her count. 



u l  on the sixth count Dick's stubborn-
ness broke. He drop ed the doll with a 

the doll. Then she groped among the 
bushes and vines for it. 
finally touched it, she 

ugged i t  passionately t 
out any premeditation she 
n the grass, and sobbe 
v~slsivelyas if 



farm, seemed to have suddenly de-
lace, and after the third morn-

ing of their absence he began to notice that 
their shrill w stle no longer burst forth 
from field a hedge and stubble. 

their call, and said ~3 to 

have starved 'em out," 
marked regretfully. Kin 

little buckwheat. 
dn't call 'em back 

et's see if you can't call 
'em ? " 

olBy blushed, and then turned pale. 
:' I don't think Y can, Uncle Jethro," she 
lied, trembling ; it  was only the fourtl-i 

182 



,and two mo essary to fulfill 
iihistle is out of 

" 'Ain't got a 

Jethro anxiously. 

several days now. 
olly ? " 
"Nowhere, Aunt 

ittle tired. Maybe it's bee 
have gone. I think 1'11 be 
couple of days. Yes, Aunt 
sure I will." 

ld win watche her with anxious 
if she was "corning 

down " with something measles, whoop- 
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together, and ah, such a 
Tinker had them first, and then Jennie 

elinie and then me. I h 
the lightest of all. Mrs. 
hardly knew whether 

attack of indigesti 
had them, for I ikc 

so hot-why, A m t  
like summer in winter, 

ink for sure they were the 

I reckon you had t 
ell, I 'm glad that you don't have to 

them again." 
olly wasn't Lhreateued wit 

she was never physically healthier in her 

ict upon Dick, 
g the minutes and hours 

that would elapse before x e could once more 
give the quail cal . Often during these 

he would nearly forget herself, 
cker her lips to whistle, cateh- 
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ing herself just  in time, and clapping her 
hands over her nloutks lest a sound should 
escape. 

Dick, too, was silent ; this 
little, for she had not laced any injunction 

on Lis sounding t e call. Perhaps he 

was arlgry with her, and would not renew 
clandestine communication when 

the time was up. She thought t 
might at  least call orace 
know he was well. 

aybe he thought 
to whistle, either," s id to herself. 

u t  1 wouldn't be n as that. 
whistle just once-a tiny little 

ut Dick was as silent as s h ~ .  The fields 
and woods never once echoed to t 
the quail, an 
grew anxious 
of the sixth day 
with anxiety, an 

X 



t and early on the severit 
was up and afield, a new light in her ~ Z L C O ,  

ear the quails calling back 

dose she was barely out of the garden, 

began to repeat it, whistling now softly, 
oudly, as she walke 

ent call of the 
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then she felt hurt ,  and as 
without a ~ ysignal 

becane genuinely distresse 
unish her by refusing to answer? 
wn under the shade of the trees, 

reason it out i n  her little mixad. 
libition of Dick's temper, 

ally think he had good reasons 
nding to the call ? 

t o  the house a 
little tired and unhappy. Dick had not 
ouee whistled the call, and she couldn't 

to call the quails back, Polly? 
o come, do they ? " 
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days she repeated Ihc call, now fro 
ge side, now from the 
the woods, and now from the 
of the snake fimce; she varied 

the call from soft, n i ~ t i v e  notes to harsh 
and shrill cries, a then trilled a high 
crescendo that carried a long distance 
through the soft air. ut Dick was silent ; 

day Polly went home in 
been dese~ted by her 

te. Dick was taking an un-
el advantage of he r ;  he was 
r more than she deserved. 
o still and apathetic on the 

that Miranda 
with concern. 

sit for a long time wit er doll and not 
speak to i t ;  or s would rock it gently 

arent conscious- 
ness of its presence in her arms. 
spirits and enthusiasm were mis 
house, an ook her head in 
dismay. 



elhro," asserted 
B a sort of tonic, You get 

me some burdock-root; an 

Jethro shook his head as if he had 
oubts about t virtue of suc 

coction, but he ediently made 
sary collection of roots. Miranda adde 

some sassafras root and wintergreens, an 
the aromatic fumes of the boiling mixture 
were enough do st 

e most jaded. B 
ed her first real in-

t Miranda ? '' she 
asked. 

all I want of it-barrels and barrels? 
enough mot-beer in my life." 

-" 1reckon you can," replied Jethro, " 2nd 



rink it. MiramIda 

taste i t  now !" 

hands with glee. That 
night; she went to bed feeling livelier than 
she had all day, for in the morni 

be ready, and 
lifted the load temporarily 

e boiling liquid, 
measured the y fter the beer ha 

red i t  into stone bottles to 
rning i t  had fermented a 

on the top, 
e sediment from the roots 

and herbs, gave it a tempting appearance. 
It was root-beer that was as grateful t 

ate as i t  was effective in stimulating the 
tern and purifying the blood. 

Polly tasted i t  and smacke 
h," with a little gas of appreciation, 

" isn't it good I I believe 1could drink it 
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didn't know g7ou could 
such wonderful root-beer, Aunt 

Jethra took a long drink of 
tonic, and remarked, " 'P rec 
almost as goo as city root-beer. Ain't it, 

times better," anothe 
times----yes, a million times better." 

They were standing near the back porch 
under an arbor of honeysuckle, P 
Jethro sampling the root-beer, and 

w i n g  i t  for them out of the stone bottle 
to little tin dippers. The road in front 

of the farmhouse took n sharp curve near 
orchard, affording them a giim 

for some distance, as 
e fields and meadows, so 

they could see from t eir position in the 
arbor any carriage or pe estrian before 
either reached the foot sf the hill to begill 

u t  Jethro an  Miranda were so in-
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in  watching Polly's first taste of 
real home-made root-beer that they did 

notice the solitary woman trudging 
eavily and reluctantly along the dusty 

highway. She was dresse in black, and 
walked like one some unwilling 
errand. Once he stopped and 

anxiously at the Ealdwin farm. 
Her hesitancy increase when she reached 
a point where she could 
of the group assembled un  

ing voice must have 
owever, for she straight- 

rs, and seemed to g a b  

trength from the sound. 
was unlatched, an 
e yard without disturb- 

ing any of the revellers drinking their 
uce mare she ausecl, gasped 

a little, and dropped on tlre lower step a6 
. There she sat for a time, 
ap, the picture of misery. 

Some noise at  the front of the house, or 
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s intuition-it may have been either 
or both-caused Miranda to peer round the  
side of the house. Seeing the woman seated 
on the step, she stopped and loolied at the 

er in stupefied amazement. The 
woman returned the  stare with a look in 
which there was neither sur 

he eyes were dark an  
Rziranda's first im as to retreat 

without speaking, but she realized its fu-
tility when she saw 

roaching from behind. 

he saw the stralage expression in his wife's 
face. " Anybody t 

h with a click. 

gasped. 
gwe rose and faced t 

reckon I am," she re- 
pareatly lost for further 



remained silent, uaoisleni~:gher 
i th  her tongue, and swaying slightly. 

her way between her uncle 

jfor an introduc-

mother of little 

stopped to moisten her lips. 
" &firmda," she continued, after another 

pause, " and Jethro, I'm in trouble." 
iranda's eyes did not soften1 ; she faced 

hard, set features, an 

ary ? " Jetlaro 

6'Ib--it'~ Dick," was the faint reply. 

er face quivered, and her head drooped 
ke. Polly caug t these words, 
start of surprise. 

" "I it Dick-Dick Edward?" s 
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of itliranda. " h,  Aunt Mirancia, 
nd he's sjeli-going to die ? " 

ear I " cautioned her aunt. 
" Yes, child, he's very sick," Mary 

ward quavere 
doctor says ho can't cure 

9 9less -

sobbed quietly. 
'( Mirarda Baldwin," s e spoke again, 

mow facing the group with fia 

everything to me. I've humored him and 
, some say, but it was because he 

. And now he's likely to be 

. If he is, I can't stand it-



Jethro advanced to her side, and stlid sooth- 
ingly : 

"There, there, 14ar.y ! maybe it ain't as 
bad as it looks. IVhat can we 
Dick ? l 9  

ittle thing," she replied 
or two. "1-1 want 

Polly." 
Miranda starte forward as if electrifie 

ant Polly ? " she gasped it1 consterna-
tion. 

" Yes-"eat is, Dick does. 
e time-whistling for her. H e  

says she'd come, if she could hear his call 
of the quail. h ,  it's breaking my heart 
to deny him ! And this his last wish ! " 

The long pause which foFollowed rent the 
heart of each,-the mother, who was ap-
pealing for her dying child, Polly, who was 
shaken by the news sf Dick's illness, an 
Jethra and Xiranda, who were struggling 
between their increasing sympathy and the 
bitterness of the past. 
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Sam and I thought we were right, and you 
ethro in the wrong ;but that's neither 

re nor there now. e said bitter things 
each other, an m died sorrowf~d 

ad made enemies of our friends. 
me to make up  wit 
t I coulcln'b then. I was bitter 

against you ; I ha 

lped to send his 

I was wild wit 

too proud to take them back. 
iranda," continue the sorrowing 

woman, approachi 
ing forth her han 
you forget? on't you let Polly come to 



iek ? It mag save his life. .He's caliin 
r her all the time. 

playmate but olly. She's been good to 

win's face contracted. 
Jethro furtively wi his eyes, looked 
askance at his wife 

denly throwing her arms about her aunt, 
" I  must go ick. You will  let me, 
won't you? , and that would 

be awful ! 1 
ays and  days, an 

thought maybe h 
1 9  

" Polly," interr 
looking at  her sev 

i d r  after I told you not to ? " 
'<No, Aunt Miranda, only that one 

when I said good-bye, but we called to each 
whistling. Uncle Jethro's 
was only Dick and me whis 



I thought that  wouldn't be 
t, Aunt Miraaada? 1 never 
inn or spoke to 

r a moment confused, and 

ay with  him one day, 
and when I wouldnz't, he stole my dolly, 
and wouldn't give it u 

. I told him 1wouldn't, 
and that 1 wouldn't answey his whistle for 
-for as many days as P eounte 
let me count six-six whole days, Aunt 
Miranda. It was terribly a d  not to, but 

en when I whistled again, 
I thought he was 

angry w t h  me, 
was sick I '' 

The simple recital o 

all three listeners, and 
roat before he eou 
reckon, Miranda, 

go to Dick." 
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" Oh, may I, Aunt Xiranda?" Polly 
pleaded, 

win's face underjvent a swift 
ge ;  she leaned over suddenly, and 

kissed Polly on the li 
'' Yes, dear, you can 
Then she turned quietly, and 

the house. 
" God bless 

iek's mother t 
" I reckon 1'11 go wi t  you, Polly," 
1.0said. " "I11 tell Niranda." 



ICE( was really very sick, tossing on 
a fever. Through his 

dreams there always appe 
olly. The doctor had giv 

hopes for recovery on the sevent 
the boy was naturally weak, and his crip- 

back and legs added to the di 
of the ease. The boy was declining rapidly 
without any cause apparent except that 
nature refused to come to is assistance in 
the battle for life. 

s i t  was a blessing that 
she could not see his wild, feverish eyes, 

me this once." 
201. 



After a while 

'11 be gsod-very good I " 
very now and t 

try to imitate 
quail. Sometimes it  was 
at others i t  was sharp and shrill. 

Polly, a little awed and frightened at 
er surroundings, took Dick's 
ers and patted them. 

'm going to whistle to you 
now," she told him. " And maybe 

lay with you. Think of that,  Dick l 
Bay together every day. You must 

urry and get well again. You won't 
ill yon, Dick ? th ink  it% terrible Lo 

leave me alone." 
ward stood back of 
them. Polly's cool 

to act l ike magic on the boy ; 
tless, and finally dropped 

into a real sleep. o14y ~.t?maineclby his 



his feverish brow. 
hile the  boy was aslee 

door opened, and Miranda 

of her own 
room. Now her eyes were moist an 

A gentle, contented expression transfigured 

'' How is Dick ? " s 

re's some chicken broth for 
Mary," she said. (' aybe he can take it 
later. It's real nourishing." 

Mary Edward accepted the 
of broth with wondering eyes. 

iranda, won't you sit 
asked, moving a chair near t 

'" t h ink  I will. I feel all 
i th  Polly Miranda wntc 

ened his eysa 



again, it was P ~ l l yand Miraada he first 
saw. There was a look on" wonder and un-
certainty r11 his eyes; he bad a,avakened 
from a long, feverish dream in which 
strauge visions had haunted him. 

Tf Polly could have seen, she wo 
realized instantly that the crisis ha 
but only Dick's voice informed 
change. 

"Polly," he whispered, " did you hear 
the quails whistle ? " 

" Yes, Dick," s e answered happi1y ,  " 1 
heard them, and new it was you. Now, 

oing to get better. You must 
hurry up, so we can go out and whistle 
again. I've been calling you for ever and 
ever so many days, a you didn't answer, 
Can you whistle now, 

The boy puckered up his lips, an 
a faint effort at it, but shook h 
sadly. 

" You do it for me, 
olly's whistle fill room with its 
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shrill echo ; it seen 
had suddenly 
and was calling for its mate. 

Dick smiled, and raised his hands to 

olly," he murmure 
ated it as often as 

requested it. 
ink you'd better sleep, Dick," 

1 wonder what you drea 
shut your eyes, and see bi 
water-witches and giants ? " 

'' What are water-witches, 
his big, wondering eyes turned on 

hy," stammere olly, " "don't you 
know? I think they must be witches that 

e water, and come out at night-
time to get a breath s f  fresh air. They 
must be dreadfully wet and cold, and E 
s'tio.uldn9t wonder if they sneezed whenever 
they came out." 



" Did you ever see 
on't think 1d confessed the little 

irl slo~vly," but 'vve imagined I di 
ost as good as seeing one really aud 

truly. Don't you think so? Now just 

and say, ' I 'm  like my mother, little boy, 
my mother was like her 

sleep with the water-witch." 
tried to close his eyes, 
ly to the hand resting 

in one sf his. For a long time the soft 
tickillg of the clock was the only ssuncl 



that broke the stillness. 
stirred and extricated Jm 

s was skurnberi 

ro followed them, 
walking clumsily, and making a, great 

t to lrlilocl~his toes 

the first long breath 
in an hour. 

" hPy,ly,) 'he sai , " 1 think you've saved 
im. % reckon he's goin to get well, aRer 

girl in two slrs 

thank you," she 
murmured in half sobs. " You've saved 
my boy's life, and you -----

ally 1 " 
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Mirmda took the sobbillg woman by the 
arm, an&led hsa- gently to a chair. 

here, Mary," she soothed, " don't take 
will get better. I 'm thankful 

Polly came-and that you-you came after 
her." 

The little sobs and gasps grew gradually 
uieter, and the shaking form stea 

ary looked up she mas dry- 
eyed. 

iranda," she asked slowly, " is this for 
all time, or only while Dick is sick? Are 
you going to hol that old grudge against 

ygones be bygones ? " 
s lips twitehe ul~certainly,b 

only for a brief moment; she had h u g  
out the fight alone in the silence of 
her room. A smile overspread her face, 
making i t  beautiful in its silvery setting. 
Had Polly seen her then, s 
declared that i t  mas a " heav 

c L ary, I never did think you were in  
your right mind when you mi 



lied sweetly. " Now 

nd, and gave n little 
thro, standing by, 

corner." 
up a half-finished quilt, an 

time flies,'bshe 
continued. " 1 remember just as well as if' 

ay w h e i ~  you starte 
e silk was from Aunt Eindy's dress 

she sent me, an this red one was Sam's ol 



necktie. You remember when we bought 

one of the squares in the quilt. '(YOLIre-
er that yellow silk httudkewhief 

got a t  the church fair? e drew it as a 
nd a11 the girls wanted to go borne 
irn so he  wouldn't lose it. I guess 

e'd give it  to 

wan I " exclaime 
always wondered what had beccme of that  
yellow silk. iranda must have stolen i t  
away from me when 1 was aslee 

ave if;to her for keeps." 
stood quietly 



stretched f&h a hand and felt of 
silken surfa'aeo. 

" 1wonder whic 
silk handkerchief," sh 
i t  mudt be this ; it's 
Is it! Uncle Jethro ? " 

"No,  Polly, you di n't guess right 
iha t  time," Jct1ls.o roplicd. " If I remember 

rightly, that wcs '8'onn aker's. H e  was 
rr Aun t  Miranda, and he must 

"Jethro !" exclaimed Xiran 
Jethso cl-auclcled, and refused to accept 

the rebuke. 
olly," be continue 

Miranda was quite a belle i 
and she had the pick of all the young 
fellows. y she took me has always 
been a mystery. I can't account for it 
nohow." 

Miranda froiavue this time without 
speaking, although ethro W ~ Snot looking 
at her. But the two pink spots glowing 
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eeks were not cause 

if you can tell me." 
"Because," replied Polly, throwing 

' because you're al-
to her. I'd take 

ahead of me." 
do hear that, now l 

me yet-yes, you will ! " 
ly snuggled closer to him, and 
ressjng actions gave every evi-

dence that she idn't consider spoiling 
even a remote 

past, her eyes g 
ing memories. 
recollections o 
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hands trernbIetl, and her eart beat un-
steadily; but her soul was at 
bygones were no longer to blot o 
sunshil~s. 



roved a better 
e country doctor w 

tiently watching lietl 
administering d l  t 

science. It was discomfort of mind 
more than physical suffering a 

morbid lad, shut  in 
ical. deformitie 
ishment so to he 

for the next few 

214 



e to sit up in be , and on the sixth 
Polly wheeled h im outdoors in the sunshine. 

Polly now spent her days almost equally 
divided between Dick's home and her own. 
A long unused ath across the fields that 
had become ov grown with briers and 

s during the years of iscord between 
the two families, was beatera once more to a 

firm surface. Jethro an 
showed Polly this old isused short-cut, and 
tbe girl memorized i different windings 
and twistings, until she could traverse i t  
with amazing swiftness. Ht followed the 
snake fence for its distance, then 
turned sharply amd crossed the wood-lot, 
and finally de 
opposite Dick's 
ing week, almost any morning bright an 
early one c o d  

ath, carrying some delicacy for 
the crippled boy, an 
flowers, or wliislling the morning call of 
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And if one listened carefully, he could 
bear the echo of the call from somewhere 
eyond the woods ; a shar , resonant whis- 

tle that might easily be mistaken for the 
cheerful answer of the bird's mate cmi-
cealed in the underbrush of the orchard or 
woods. For wit21 returning health and 
strength, Dick's whistle came back to hi  
and he could imitate the uail as perfectly 
and loudly as Polly. 

Jetbro, working in the 
often stop and listen to " '0 

times it puzzled him to know whether it 
was a flock of quails roosting near the wo 

'' 1 reckon you'll 
and leaving us.'' 

L L  Don't you was a bird, Uncle 
Jethro ? " she 
like to be able 
angels to have wings." 
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n't want you to be an 
ethro replied, 
be getting tire 

a i f  you had wings. 
No, we want you just a little girl. 
how's Dick getting along ? " 

Ie's coming over to the 
ethro. I'm going to 

k of Dick cornirlg to 
ten years since he was 

here, and he only a little baby t 
Miranda will be glad to see him." 

for the Bong blank space in  their lives. 
ere a thousand and one things to 

discuss, remin nces to exchange, village 
ago to rehearse, broken 

k up and piece together,-al 
iences which make u 
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The visits back and forth became almost 
daily oecwrences. olly and Dick were no 
closer in tkieir attachment than hliranda 
and Mary, for in th early days they had 
been fast friends 8 h o s t  constan tly to- 

to renew their old 
intimacy unconsciously7 drifting back to 

e period before the quarrel as if the inter- 
vening years lnad never been. Jet 
ing them conversing as of old re 

" I reckon they'll catc 
years of talk ain't nothing for 
but I guess it's a pretty big-size job for a 

aybe it's just as well Sam's dead ; 
we could never do it." 

And Sethro sighe , as if his number of 
years were weighing on him. 

A week after Dick's recovery Jethro 

letter from the orphan a 
usual and exciting event 
completely driven out 
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thoughts of the impending 
oily. Thad there 

mediate answer to his letter 
sider strange, but accepted i t  as definite 
assurance there would be no further trouble, 

The letter which he received now fro 
the post-oflice--t ree d i~ys  late, as he 
noticed by the postmark, because of his 
failure to call for the mail-o 
turbed his peace of 
home in quicker tim 
covered the distsac 
barely wait to stab1 

a 1811.his wife into coilsult-t' 

teadent Wilson is csminr 
self to see us about Pol 

ou suppose he wants ? " 
iranda's eyes opened wide with surpri 

and fear. She clutched a 
it through herself. 

between the lines. Id; was a 



brief and formal typewritten letter, i-11foran-
ing them that the writer would be at  Wood- 

e henth to see the 
case of Polly Walters. 

" Why, Jethro l " Miranda exelaime 
" Land s' goodness, to-da 's the tenth ! " 

o it is," murmured ethro, consulti 
the calendar. " TThen-then 
here any time." 

irands stared aghast at 
the old fear of losi 

her heart. She bad a 
reasons now to old the little girl ; to take 

er away from them after s e had been in- 
s t s~~menta lia uniting the two families 

e like tearing a art the whole 

long pause. 
ry7s with Dick." 

aybe it's just as well 
talk to Superinten 

son better without her." 



"'Do you suppose he- e wants to take 
her away ? '' starnrnerect Miranda. 

o'clock, and the early afternoon train ar-
ortly after three. Any 

minute the stage might drive up and 
eposit their unwelcome guest a t  their 

aoor. 
itality coming to 

er rescue, bustled inside to '"x things up 
a bit " for the visitor, and her 

with no such emergency work do perform, 
wandered nervously from the house to the 

again, pee~ing  anxiotasiy 
grumbling softly to 

'" guess they 'ain't got no right t 
e murmured. "No, they 'ain't. 



here she'll stay. I reckon thay'l. 
let her remain." 

u t h e  was far from convincing 
by this species of logic. ver and over 
again he rehearsed the little speec 
tended to make-a sort of ultimatum that 
could nor; be defied ;an then when the stage 

pear in a, cloud of ust, bearing the 
visitor to the farmhouse, every word of 

y prepared address 
to meet Superi 

ilson in a mental panic. 
win ? " the well-dressed, 

smiling stranger inquired, as he got out of 
the stage. 

" Yes, sir. Thad's my name," Jethro re-
lied weakly. 
" I'm Superinte ilson. You re-

ceived my letter, I 
'"Y, I got it." 

o move to extend a wel- 
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come. He even forgot to invite 

inside the gate. The stage rumbled away, 

leaving the t wen standing ther 
stranger glaia 
den, and half apo 

" Your wife a t  home ? " 
" Miranda ? Yes, she's at  home." 
" And little Polly ; is she here ? " 

1197 ain't here.'" 
lson raised his eyebrows, and 

glanced quizzically at Jetl-rro. 
" "She's living with you, isn't s 

asked finally. 
olily's living with us, but she's 
y-over playing with Dick." 
lowing some relief'? <' 

erstand at first. ISthat your wife? Yes, 
of course, i t  must be." 

anced easily along the gravel 
met Miranda, who stood on ehe 

or& facing him with even less welcome in 
er eyes than Jethro ha shown. She was 
istinctly aggressive in her attitude, an 



ilson read her feelings in every line 
of her face and eyes. 

" You have a beautiful place 
aldwin," he sai easily, ignoring her defi- 

ant attitude. ('The count 
at  this time of the year. 
this season ? " turning to a 

'<Fair to middling." 
" I  used to live on a farm," the visitor 

continued, " a 've always regretted t 
I left it. It's mbition to get back to it 
some day. It only real place to live 
to e r~ jjsy life." 

Miranda, without a word, moved back 
y, and proffered him a chair on the 

porch ; she could not estend an invitatior1 
to enter her home until she knew his mis-
sion. 

" Thank you," he said, accepting e 
chair and removing 

Jethro tools. a sent on the Bower step and 
continued to  chew a straw as if 

on it. Urancla stood in an un-



bendirlg attitude of hostility. The visitor 
Ianraced from one to the at 

flickered across his face. 
eir attitude as one of embarrass-
not of sullen enmity. 

" I came down here to see you a 
olly," he began finally, lunging directly 

into the subject uppermost in all their 
minds. " It was a curious and inexplicable 
mistake we made. I don't see how it could 

mads it," declared Miranda. 
hy 4 in surprise anj 7  

cause, I reckon, we wouldn't have 
olly if the other girl had come." 
" No, 1 suppose not," smilingly, " 

would have save all of us this trouble." 
'' It 'ain't been no trouble to us," blurte 

Miraada. 
" "I'm glad to hear 

haps Polly, being blin 
good deal of annoyanc 



"Amoyanee ? ! " snorte i-

o she faced the 
without embarrassment, 
able hostility in ever 

" 'Don't speak of Polly that  way l 
ou't give trouble or annoyance to  any one I 

I won't listen to 
oes I Annoyance 

aker in silence ; the cool, 
unwelcome attitude of 

ventured after a. 

you may's well turn around and go back. 
8he ain't going away wit you-not, even if 
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the vistor, consid-
is abrupt defiance. 

ity sf sslperinten 

aprccity you come 
da. " She ain't 

going I " 
" began the su 

again, frowning visibly at th 

raer of the house. 

turn in that directio 
running with a bune 

you ? " 
ere," and Mir 

, caught Polly i 
&rMS. 


asked, kissing her aunt. 



olly, 17nm right, here," 
replied. 

$ '  I've had such a lovely time wit 
found a hole in the old 

rn of i t ?  Qu 
ufljr owls, with big claws and bills, and 

they couldn't see in "cho sunlight any 
ara P can. Dick says they can see in the 

night-time, but  not in the sunlight." 
Mirands said, when the girl 

tless eyes from one 
direction to another, as if to sense the new- 
comer by some power greater than that of 



he extended her hand and finally 

lad to meet you again, 
son," she said in her little formal way. 

" Very well: thank you, Polly. 

Then feeling that the formal part of the 
greeting had been sufficiently carried OR&, 

she became impulsive, enthusiastic 
again. 

ly to have you 
ilson could be here, 

wonder if she won't come s 
and see how happy I am. Aunt 
and UncIe Jethro are so goo 

Dick is so nice ! 
layhouse for Dolly, a 

be big enough for us to get in. Diek 
ow do build homes out of twigs 

and sticks, and I help him. I'm learning 
OW.' '  
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" You like y o w  borne, Polly ? " nsked 

ve it ! It's just heavenly ! " 

An expression of terror crept into 
instiillctively she reached out and 

have you go 
want to send me back ? " 

The little voice caught, but 
aldwin had her in her 

back. You're 

away-no, nobody I " 



ask that l Yon kno 
wouldii9tlet any one 

" Yes, Uncle Jethr 
plied witla a content 

Superintelldent Wilson rose from his seat. 
'" tthilak," he announced smilingly, 

" "&hat; my mission 
no intention 

kind of a ho 

they are now." 
Turning to Jethro and 
' T o u  have a wonderfu 

as a favorite a t  the 
her. Maybe the 

was for the best. Yes, I th ink  it was." 
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" I reckon it was," agreed Jethro sud-
enly recovering his voice. " 1 took a no-

tion to Polly the first time I laid eyes on 
her, a,nd 1 wouldn't let her go now for any-

as if to leave, and 

ek to the city to-
night," Miranda exclaimed. 6 c  

we 'ain't asked you 

nd the night with us." 
% krnsw about t 

e back in the city to-

er most hospitable way 

ilson, stay, won't you ? 1 
want to hear about ilson and Tinker 

Maggie aud a1 other children. 
Won't you stay all night 1 " 
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The man wavered betweela duty an 
elination : the surroundings were certainly 
pleasant and enticing, with t 
abloom, and the trees whispering sweetly as 
the warm wind stirred their foliage ; and 
there was no question now about the ho 

ed to him. 
randa were now as anxious 0 0  make him 

y had been hostile and 



was tugging and hauling at  a 
ry trace, while Billy 

ically eyed him, and refuse 
to make the operation easier, 

! "  shouted Jethro. 
at in tarnation's the 
ly ? You're getling 

lazier every day. There now, stand still I " 
iranda, waiting for the wagon, 

im, '(Jekhro, ain't 

yon never going to get ready ? My, it's 
h o s t  time for the train now ! " 

'" reckon we'll get there before i t  comes," 
ied her husband. " Be the ehil- 

olly and Dick out in a min-
n is talking to them. He's 

got such taking ways with clnildren. Dick 
234 



thinks 'most as i n ~ r u l lof him as l\oll,y does. 
~1sthe a red  uice anan." 

ick had been broughk over early in the 
morning, and the t w o  chi 

any Superintendent 
Perhaps it was the si 

efore Jethro had compIete 
tion of hasilessing, Mr. Wilso 

e barn ; he was interested 
g that pertained to 
Ily on the neck, a 

Jethro. '"e ain't 
be-a little stiff In 
good for a few more years, I reckon." 

ikon finished 



" You never had auy children, 
win, did you ? " he mked  suddsnly. 

" No," replied Jelhro, a littie surprise 
" not until we got olly. &keybe it's just 
as well. Ghilclren f your own ain't all 
that you expect. There's Tom Baker's 
girl, she gives him a lot of trouble ; and 
Bill Sinns's boy, they say, is getting wild. 
Bringing up children's like raising eoltd ; 

you call never tell whether they're going 
to be sound and whole or not. It ain't 

e blood ; it's the bringing 'en) 
up. It's easier to spoil a child than u 
horse." 

u expect to spoil Polly then ? " aske 
lson with a smile. 

" Polly? You couldn't spoil her. She's 
already brung up, and there':: good blso 
in  her. She's a thoroughlxed." 

" Yes, I qui te  agree with you, although I 
on't know much about 

" They're both dead ? " queried Jethro, 
interested. 



('Yes, she Bas neither father rlor mother." 
I '  Poor little thing ! " 
" Yes, i t  is har on a child not to 

arent. H suppose Pddy feels it more 
sst children." 

" Poor little thing, B wish -------"-
" No, you dm't wish ally such t 

. Wilson, laughing, " 'for if 
ouldn't have her." 

reckon I'm selfis 
to feel that way." 

till, Polly would appreciate calling 

Jethro removed his hat, and wiped his 
brow. 

olly's diEerent fro 
1 9she -

As Jethro's voice trailed off into inarticu-
lateness, Mr. Wilson slapped Billy on the 
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that Polly would 
find a father and mother-not real blood 
ones, of course, but ted parents. She'd 

reciate them, an 
ethro stared har 

'' YOU mean," he stammered, " 't 
that we could adopt her ? " 

y not?  Don't y 
to make her your 

II, 1guess - nit ; 

ins suddenly and hur-
ried out of the barn. 

'"Miranda ! Miranda ! " he shouted. 

ut of breath. " Has 

ilson wants ua to ad 
be our own daugh-



ter then, and we-we' be her father and 
mother. She-she-well, I reckon 
have been a fool not to have t h u g  

olly would be -" 
iranda turued from Jethro t 

Her face was Aush 

take her away-never ? " 
aldwin, she'd 

no one else would 
ave any right to her." 
"Not if-if her o 
" They're both d 
" You're sure of that  ? " 

ve a record of all 

9 7  



et me call her," the superjz~teaadent 

olly respoucled promptly, hurrying to 
the barn with both hands full of grass she 

said, '"low v~ould 
our Uncle Jethro 
r a father and 

mother ? " 
The happy little face Mushed, an 

thought they wer 
'"es, Polly, t 

new ones. If Mr. and Nrs. Baldwin should 
t you, they would be your father 2nd 

mother, Would you like it ? " 
you don't mean then that I'd lose 
iranda and Uncle Jethro-only call 

them-call them-mother and father ? " 
" Yes, Polly, they would be your legal 

mother and father, and you'd be their 
&ugh ter." 



The girl remake quiet for an instant, 
en asked tremulously : 
uld they like i t ?  

braces : 

randa, I never expecte 
ered. Do you want me ? 

Could I call you "mamma'? And Uucle 
apa ' ? I don't t ink i t  can be 
1 me, is it true, Aunt 

Do you want me ? " 
' T e s ,  dear, I do." 

olly was crushed in er arms unt i l  the 
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olden curls mingled with the soft gray 
airs of her future es. Jethro blew 

it's my turn now, ain't 
i t?"  

er arms about his neck, " "Ithinli I must be 
have a real papa and 
ie of ecstasies-yes, 
't Dick be su~prised, 
Ir has only a mother, 
a you think so? If 

Uncle Jethro. " 'Mary's middling young 
ood-looking. But reckon Dick's sat- 

isfied with just his mother." 
e must be, but if he isn't, 

tell him to be goo , and he may get a 
father some day." 

It was a joyous party that acco 

1 



1.. Wilson to the train, and Billy gal 
aloug rapidly, making the  tri 
time, as if conscious of the cbang 
ship of his owners. hils waiting for the 

ikon took Uncle Jethro to one 
id : ('1'11 have the ado 

papers ready soon." 
Uncle Jethro nodded. "T 

better, as far us I' 

"There's one more thing I want to  
uperintendent added, a 
sitate mentioning it, for noth-

i n g  may come of it-and yet -" 
stroked his beard in silence, 
aervousness at  
s there some hi 

plans after all ?---some little uncertainty 

n~oment ? 
'(You know, 
ilson gravely 

awe, " science has 



hab seemed almost miracu- 
ten years ago is an everyday 

achievement now. nly the other day I 
how a child who ha been blind from 

birth received er sight through a dif-
c d t ,  but not dangerous, o 

surgeons say that -----" 
Jethro suddenly caught 

speaker's words. An alrn 
expression dawned on his face, and then 
one of amazement and eagerness. 

" You mean," he said, grasping the arm 
r. NTilson," that-that there's n chance 

of Polly getting her sight if-if -" 
. " A chance-a good 

of course, it  
't want to raise our 
Ily now wsul 

Jethro did not permit him to finish. 
is hat, rubbed his hot fore 
with a red kmandkerchief, an 



ord be praised ! 

Then unable to  restrain his emotions 
he abruptly Ieft the su 

down the platform. 
randa l Miranda ! " 

" Land sakes, Jethro l " ex 
I 6wife. You act as if you 

ust.'? 
anda-ready to 



so excited on their way back from 
the station that ore than once the little 

no way of guessing at  the truth, 
and she very naturally assumed t 
changed lrelxtions 
suppressed emotion sf er future parents. 

to them, and once 

said :: 
ethro, are you y ?  Di 

you want a little girl so masac 
ou bet 1 did ! " replied Uncle Jethro, 
en to conceal his emotion he blew 

nose and whipped u p  Billy. 
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olly turned to 
added ; " A n  
raazda ? " 

Mrs. Baldwin for re 
breast and shed tears 
upturned face. 

A week lator G e papers for the formal 
option of Polly were 
m came a note fr 

the old couple to talk 
a manner that excite 

"PPoy,  you want 

unable longer to co 

know.'" 
lied Aunt Miranda, " an 

you will always live here, but Mr. 
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has sent us wollderfd news, 
flll I L ~ ~ W S * "  

( (  What is it, Aunt 
The trust and colafi 

faee aRected Mirand 

aus wered. 
wly, ('the Lor 

t we must trust 
him, for he knows better than we do what's 

. " What do y 
? "  she asked in a 

tremulous voice. 
I Maybe the Lord 

plow wants you to see all these beautiful 
ou9ve imagined- the 

birds, the trees-everything." 
The hand closed convulsively over the 

arm of the speaker. The faee was white, 
and the lips trembling. 

" 'He wants me to see ? " s 



softly. " I-Ie wi l l  give me new eyes, 
7 )and -

new eyes, Polly, 
give you sight through the 
things you have been so p 
during." 

iranda I " exclaime 
ars streaming down her ehee 

they were tears of joy. 
Aunt Miranda for t 

sy~xptoms of doubt. Had she aroused in 
the girl a great desire, whic , if denied now, 

er affliction a thousan 
worse ? 

on't know for sure, 
tly. '"t may 
can't read his 

is not always our way. 

pray every moment from now on that-that 
it may be so." 

As gently as possible, she then to1 
e plans they had made through 



for an operation, dwelling repeatedly upo 
the chances of failure. They were to go to 

tal in the city 

was through, Pol 
h, 1 know it will be successful !" she 

now that the Lord 
s, I; know he will." 

Uncle Jethro and Aunt Miranda were a 
little taken back by this 
they were both. trouble 
that they had arouse 

hat if the operation should prove 

counting the d 
remark, " One more day gone ! I'll soon 

now the Lord inten 

" I believe," Uncls Jethr 
fifth day, '"be Lord can't 

er faith will do it." 



&1r. 'tYilsorm had everythi 



LLH'S operation was not so very 
different from dozens of others that 
are performed nearly every day. 

he said good-bye to her foster parentis and 
away into the operating-room. 

er faith was so strong and self-sufficient 
that never for a oment did she 

Aunt  Miranda and Uncle Jethro were not 
admitted to her presence until the secon 
day after the operation, an then only for a 
few minutes a t  a time. Polly, 
on the white be eavy bandages 
across her eyes, received them w 
She was a little paler and a tri 
but otherwise une 

" I'm just trying to think w 
look like, Aunt iranda and Uncle Jethro," 
she said. " 1 know you must be beautihl.  
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A fortnight followed. Each day 
grew stronger and hap 
twenty-four hours mar 
tween darkness and light? She ate the 
nourishing food given her, listened to the 
stories of the nurses, an  talked freely of 
the things she was soon to see. 

15, his head approvin 
better for her than 

supreme faith," he remarked. " It's better 
than any tonic we could give her." 

refused to respond to the impulse of light 
s ? Even the nurses shuddered at the 
tagfit and tried to put  i t  away from them. 

They dreaded the reaction that might fol- 
oor little Polly ! Coul 

such a disappointment ? 
hen the hour arrived for removing the 
ages, the room was darkened so that 

the weak eyes might not be injure 
great a flood of light. Two of the nurses 
were there-the night an the day nuwe 



-the surgeon who had performed the 
his assistant, and Uncle 

trembled ever so slightly 
as he removed the last bandage. 

ny similar see 
im so strangel 

one. 

gently, " you can open your eyes a little, but 



the room held their 
The eyes were starin 

ey saw nothin 
whitened a little, and 
nurses tremble 

a n  awed gasp of wonder 

can see I " 
he tension was broken, but no one 

spoke. The sense of elief was so great that 
rspiring forehead 

vigorously. 
olly turned her until Aunt Mi-

randa's gray hairs came within range. A 
smile broke out on 
hand extended towa 
said confidently : 

eyes drifted a little to one side, 

thought you wo 
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" Polly !" exclaimed Aualt Miranda and 
Uncle Jetllro in a breath as they leaned over 
and kissed the white cheeks. The girl, 
with sight restored, gaz fondly at the 
searching every ir features which 
had been made so dear to her by "iouch an 
a vivid imagination. They were an essen-

le world of beautiful t 

't you ? " Polly rnurrnure 
finally. 

aldrvin's answer was lost as she 

and doetors, after a 
uietly from the r 

her well-loved new father 
o while life lasted were not 
to be tlnankfd that Polly 

TNE END 








